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VERSES TO THE AUTHOR. 

NOW let the Atheift tremble; Thou alone 
Can bid his cOnfcious heart the Godhead own. 
Whom ihalt thou not reform ? O thou haft feen. 
How God defcends to judge the fouls of men. 
Xhou heard'ft the fentence how the guilty mourn. 
Driven out from God, and never muft return. 

Yet more, behold ten thoufand thunders fall. 
And fudden vengeance wrap the flaming ball : 
When nature funk, when every bolt was hurPd, 
Thou faw'ft the boundlefs ruins of the world. 

When guilty Sodom felt the burning rain. 
And fulphur fell on the devoted plain 5 
The patriarch thus, the fiery tempeft paft, 
"With pious horror viewed the defait wafte 5 
The reftlefs fmoke ftill wavM its curls around, 
For ever rifmg from the glowing ground. 

But tell me, oh ! what heavenly pleafure tell. 
To think fo greatly, and defcribe fo well ! 
How waft thou pleasM the wondrous theme to try. 
And find the thought of man could rife fo high ^ 
Beyond this world the labour to purfue. 
And open all eternity to view? 

But thou sfft beft delighted to rehearfe 
Heaven's holy diftates in exalted verfe : 
O thou haft power the hardened heart to warm, 
To grieve, to raife, to terrify, to chann j 
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TO A LADY, WITH TH1E LJ 

Madam, 

TERE, facred tniths, in lofty numl 
-■' The proj(pe6l of a future ftate unfc 
'he realms of night to mortal view dif]; 
tnd the ^lad regions of eternal day. 
This daring author fcorns,, by vulgar vi 
)f guilty wit, to merit worthlefs praife 
•"ull of her glorious theme, his towerin 
iVith gen'rous zeal, a nobler fame pur 
Religionist caufe her raviih*d heart inipi 
And with a thouiand bright ideas, fires 
Tranfports her quick, impatient, pierc 
CTer the ftrait limits of mortality,. 
To boundlefs orbs, and bids her fearl 
•**:i*.^„ m'in''i\ rcnowu bei 



WITH THE I.AST DAY. 5 

But now, fotgetful of their infant ftat^ 

l^h^ footh the wanton pleafures of the great t 

And from the prefs, and the licentious ftage» 

With lufcious poifon taint the thoughtlefs age!; 

Deceitful channs attra6l-our wondering qyes. 

And fpecious ruin^infufpe^led lies. 

>So the rich foil of India's blooming fliores, 

Adom'd with laviih nature's <:hoiceft ftorcs. 

Where fcrpents lurk, bjr flowers concealed from fight. 

Hides fatal danger under gay delight. 

Thefc ptlrer thoughts from grofs alloys rfefin'd. 
With heavenly raptures elevate the mind : 
-Not fram'd to raife a.^ddy ftiort-liv'd joy, 
Whoiefalfe allurements, while they pleafe, deftroy^ 
But blifs refembling that of Saints above, 
•Sprung from the vifion of th' Almighty Xove : 
Firm, (olid blifs, for ever great and new, ^ 

The more 'tis known, the more admir'd, like you.; 
^Like you, fair nymph, in whom united meet 
Endearing fweetnefe, una0e6led wit. 
And all tlie glories of your fparkling race, 
While inward virtues lieighten every grace. 
By thefe fccur'd, you will with pleafure read 
** Of future judgment, and die rifing dead ; 
** Of time's grand period, heaven and earth o'erthrown ; 
** And gafping nature's laft tremendous groan.'* 
Thefe, when the ftars and fun (hall be no more. 
Shall beauty to your ravag'd form reftore : 
Then (hall ymi (hine with an immortal ray, 
Improv'd by death, and brighten'd "by decay. 
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Will there no trace, no popt be foum 
Of all this fpacious glorious round ? 
Yon lamps of light, muft they decay ? 
On nature's felf, deftru£lion prey ? 
Then fame, the moft immortal thing 
Ev'n thou canft hope, is on the wing. 
Shall Newton's Syftem be admir'd. 
When time and motion are expir'd ? 
Shall fouls be curious to explore 
Who rul'd an orb that is no more ? 
Or Ihall they quote the pi6lur'd age. 
From Pope's and Thy corre6live page. 
When vice and virtue lofe their name 
[n deathlefs joy, or endlefs ihame ? 
iVTiile wears away the grand machine, 
The works of genius ihall be feen : 
(eyond, what laurels can there be, 
or Homer, Horace, Pope, or Thee ? 
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THE LAST DAY. 

BOOK I. * 



"*' Ipfe pater, media nimbonim in no£W, corufca 
*« Fulmina molitur dextra. Q50 maxima motu 
^' Terra tremit : fugere ferae ! et mortalla carda 
" Per gentes humilis ftravit payor." ViRO. 

WHILE others iiag the fortune of the Great | 
Empire and Arms, and all the pomp of State ; 
Wi^h Britain's Hero* fet their fouls on fire. 
And grow immortal as his deeds infpire j 
J draw a.deeper fcene : a iicene that yields 5 

A louder trumpet, and more ^adfiil fields ; 
The world alarm'd, both eartfi and heaven o'erthrown. 
And gafping nature's laft tremendous groan ; 
Death's antient fceptre broke, the teeming tomb. 
The righteous Judge, and man's eternal doom. . 10 

'Twixt joy and pain I view the bold defign, 
And a(k my anxious heart, if it be mine. 
Whatever great or dreadful has been done 
Within the fight of confcious ftars or fun. 
Is far beneath my daring : I look down 25 

On all the fpkndors of the Britifh crown. 

B 4 This 
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nuz cmelly Thou, great Ruler ! Lor 
3efore whofe throne Arch-angel8.proftr 
f atrthy nody ^om difcord, and "from i 
ipran^beauty, and yon fparkling work 
'xalt e>n me $ all inward tumults quell 
lie clouds and darknefs of my mind dif 
o my great fubjeft Thou my breaft inff 
nd raife my labouring foul with equal 
Man» bear thy brow aloft, yiew every 
God 8 great oifiipringy beauteous natu 
e fpring^s gay bloom $ fee golden autun 
s how earth finiles, and hear old ocean i 
viathans but heaye d^r cumbcrous ma: 
makes a tide, and wind-bound navies ( 
rcy forefts rife, 'the mountain^ awfiil p: 
*e, fivers meafure cliaesi and worlds < 
yce, Tallies fraught with gold-s refplen* 
d kings, and kingdoms fortunes, in d 
•re, to the Aim. «<••*'*-" — *-'" " 



E XAST DA-Y^./BodK L ^ ^ 

ie finnament thy wonderraife; 

by wonder, but tranfcend thy prai&« 

I «tft to weft ? The labouringcye 

e diftant azure bounds defcry ; 5^ 

! wher^tempefts play at large> 

ght-hand can all its wrath difcfaaige* 

ofe radiant lamps inflame the pole, 

feafonS) and the yearxontroul t 
irough time, with an unalterM ray : 55 
id period rife> and That decay : 
world*s a grain } yet myriads grace* 
pomp, the thronged ethereal i*pacei 
h fuch a wealth of glorjr ftorM, 
heathens not to have ador*d. ' €m 

how fiiTOy how facred all appears ! 
m immortal round of years I 
Irop, as autumn^s ficklieft grainy 
i firmament be fought in vain t 
;ot where- conAellations (hbne, ■1^5 

Stuarts iili'd an awful duone s 
flaiuy all Nature'be deftroy^d, 
.torn in the mighty void, 
later, in ibme future date, 
xret in thfe book of fate I) 70 

r aught «11 human* wifdom knows, 
houfand hanrefts mare have rofe ; 
UK changM on thisj^volving earth, 
■ill, and give new-empires birth { 
lourbons rule in other lands, 71 

8 finfoxbida not) other Annes $ 

WhUe 



-...^a VI me nation, hear, an* 
Thick clouds of darknefs fhall ari 
In fudden night all earth^s domini« 
Impetuous winds the fcatterM forei 
Eternal mountains, like their cedax 
The valleys yawn, the troubled oct 
And break the bondage of his woni 
A fanguine ftain the filver moon. o'e. 
^Darknefs the circle of the fun invadt 
From; inmoft heaven inceflant thunde 
And the flrong echo bound from pol 
When^ lo, a mighty trump, one h 
In clouds, one half to mortal eye rei 
$hall pour .a dreadful note $ the pierc 
Shall rattle in the centre of the ball i 
Th* extended circuit of creation ihai 
The living die with fear, the dead a^ 
Oh powerful blaft ! to which no & 
» Pid e'er the frif^h**^ " 



E LAST DAY, Book I. zt 

rms, and flacknefs of die mhid, 
for the fafety of mankind s 
inely good : through care and painy 
artSy the deep aiicent we gain. .liO 

bene of combat, not of reft, 
3nous happmefs at beft ; 
ieath his dangers never ceafe, 
joys of conquefty not of peace, 
bfequions to the will of fate, 115 

; to the terms of human ftate, 
joys invite us to their arms, 
f fmiles, or grandeur fpreads her charms, 
is foul would this great fcene difplay, 
i' immortal hofts in dread array, 1 10 

found, the.Chriftian banner ipread, 
m filent graves the trembling dead j 
preffion would the pifhire make, 
earth her firm refolve could Ihake ; 
1 angels ihe would greatly ftand, 125 

Tardlefs down on fea and land ; 
worlds her ardour could reftrain, 
light (hake his threatening lance in vain t 
lonqueft would endear the fight, 
ferve but to exalt delight. 1 30 

thus to fhun the fatal fpring, 
T$ the terrors of that day I fing j 
we our labours may purfue, 
dreadful image fet to view, 
ling eye, the fleek and painted breaft, 135 
d fcale, curlM train, and rifing creft, 

AU 



iQtiKy then, my Mufe, whom di 
Frequent at tombs, and in the re 
Say, melancholy maid, If bold t 
The laft extfemes of terror and c 
Oh iay, what change on earth, \ 
Tbis blackeft moment fince the vi 
Ah mournful turn ! the blifsfii 
At leifure on her axle roll'd in fts 
While thoufand golden planets ki 
Still onward in their circling jour 
A grateful change of feafons fom 
And fweet viciilitude of fall and 
^ome through vaft oceans to cond 
And fome thofe watery worlds to 
Around her fome their fplendors t 
And gild her globe with tributary 
This world fo great, of joy the bi 
Heaven^s darling child, and favou 



THE LAST I>AY, Bo^ilU xS 

aiverfal ruin fpreads abroad $ 

ig is fafe beneath the throne of God. r" , 

ly earth, thy fate : what then canft thou afford 

nfort and fupport thy guilty lord ? 179" 

haughty lord of all beneath the moon,. 

tiuft he bend his ibul^s ambition down-? .^ 

,te, the reptile own, and difavow 

afted ftature, and afluming brow ? 

kindred* with the clay, and curfe his form^ 175 

peaks diftin6(ion from his fifter worm ? . . 

dreadful pangs the trembling heart invade ! ' «^^' 

why doft thou forfake, whom thou haft made ?- !^ 

;an fuftain thy anger ? Who can ftand 

h the terrors of thy lifted hand ? iSa 

the reach of thought ^ oh faveme. Power 

xrersfupreme, in that tremendous hour! 

rho beneath the frown of £ate haft ftood, 

I thy dreadful agony fweat blood j. 

who for me,^ through every thnftbing vein, 285. 

It the keeneft edge of mortal pain $ 

L death led captive through the realms below,. 

lught thofe horrid myfteries of woe j 

I me, O my God ! Oh fave me. Power 

vers Aipreme, in that tremendous hour I 199 

n eaft to weft they fly, from pole to line, 

ing fhelter from the wrath divine j 

mes to wrap, or whelming feas to iweep^. 

cs to yawn, compaiHonately deep : 

ft the monfter forth to meet his doom, 19^ 

icks but prifon up for wrath to come.. 

So 



Stands in the channel, and locks i 
The port he feeks, obedient to her 
Hurls back the rebel to his lifted f 
But vrhy this idle toil to paint u 
This time efeborately" thrown awj 
Words all in vain pant after the < 
Thte height of eloquence would r 
Heavens ! how the good man tren 
. And is there a Laft Day P and 
A fure^ a fix'd, inexorable doon 
Ambition fwell, and, thy proud 
Take all the winds that Vanity < 
Wealth on a golden mountain h 
And reach an Imlia forth in eit} 
Spread all thy pui-ple clutters, t( 
And thou, more dreadted foe, b 
Shine all i in all yt}up charms to 
That all, in alF your charms, I 



THE LAST 1>AY, Bot)iC i: ij^ 

aals this ? And fhall the victor now 
proud laurels on his loaded brow ? 
! Oh thou cherub, heavenly bright I 
mmixM, and fathomlefs delight ! 
"hou art all ; nof ftnd I in the* whole a 30 

aught, but God and my own foul, 
jrthen, my foul, thy God adore, 
he brute creation praife him more, 
ig^ inanimate my condu6l blame, 
I my confcious cheek with fpreadlng fhame ? 23^ 
for him purfue, or quit, their end ; 
mting flames their burning power fufpend } ^ 
leaps th' unfrozen billows ftand, 
md filence aw'd by his command r 
J dire monfters that infeft the flood, 24^ 

e dreadful, aRd athirft for blood, 
can calm, their favage tempers bind, 
n to mild proteftors of mankind, 
the prophet this great truth maintain 
;ep chambers of the gloomy main $ 04.5 

irknefs round him all her horrors fpread, 
loud ocean bellow'd o'er his head ? 
. now the thunder roars, the lightening ffiei, 
the warring winds tumultuous rife j 
ow the foaming furges, toft on high, 250 

the fands beneath, and touch the flcy 5 
eath draws near, the mariners aghaft * 
ck with terror on their aftions paft ; 
mrage fickens into deep difmay, 
;arts, through fear and anguifh, melt away j 255' 

Noi- 



.. ^w«»» nor gold the ho{ 
The trembling prophet t 
They headlong plunge into 
Down he defcends, and» be 
The billow* clofe ; he *8 nu; 
(Rear, O ye juft ! attend, } 
And the bright paths of piet 
I40 ! the great Ruler of the \ 
Looks fmiling down with a { 
Covers his fervant with his gi 
And bids tempeftuous nature : 
Commands the peaceful waten 
Or kindly fold him in a foft e 
He bridles-in the monilers of 
The bridled monfters awful di 
Fbrget their hunger, while th< 
And guiltlefs gaze, and rounc 
But ftill arife new wonders ; 
Sends forth into tK- -J- " ' 



THE LAST JpAY, Book 1. 17 

As yawn$ an earthquake, when imprifonM air 
^tniggks for vent, and lays the centre baiae. 
The whale expands his jaws enormous fize ; 
The prophet views the cavern with furprize 5 
Meafures his monftrous teeth, afar defcryM, 2,9^ 

And rolls his wondering eyes from fide to fide : 
Then takes pofifeiSon of the fpacious featy 
And iail£ fecure within the dark retreat. 

Now is he pleas'd the northern blafi: to hear. 
And hangs on liquid mountains, void of fear; 29$ 
Or fails immers*d into the depths belo>^| 
Where the dead filent waters never flow 5 
To the foundations of the hills convey'd, 
2>well8 in the flielving mountain's dreadful fhade j 
Where plummet never reached, he draws his breath, 306 
And glides fcrenely through the paths of death. 

Two wondrous days and nights through coral groves. 
Through labyrinths of rocks and fands, he roves ; 
When the third morning with ks level rays 
The mountains gilds, and on the billows plays, 305 
It fees the king of waters rife, and pour 
Jlis facred gueft un-injur'd on the (hore : 
A type of that great blefidng, which the Mufc 
In her next labour ardently purfues> 
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^' —--■■f^^bope, thatth, 
'from the duft. afi 

]^0W Man awake., „d 
*^ Wherehehasfleptfora 

And o„ the borders of aewwoi 

In w,de Eternity I d3„ be loft 

Ignfpthewhole.„o«o«to;a 

^ nng to men and aneels • =.n i 
^•lefuchthefhm'.:T'' 



THE. LAST DAY, Book II. tf 

h and lengthen out th^ unbounded Ipace, 
id an area for all human race. 20 

lonuments prove faithful to their trufl^ 
er back their long-committed duft* 
nels rattle ; icatter'd limbs, and all 
•us bones, obfequious to the call, 
d, advance ; the neck perhaps to meet 25 
nt head j the dillant legs the feet, 
to view, fee through the duiky iky 
B of bodies in confufion fly, 
t regions journeying, there to claim 
nembers and compleat the frame. %o 

:he world bow'd to Rome's almighty fword, 
ir'd^o Pompey, and confefsM her lord, 
ay loft, this deity below 
le fcom and pity of his foe. 
a traitor's facrifice was made, 35 

Cd indignant on a ruffian's blade, 
et's found, no gafping army's yell, 
due horror, his great foul farewell, 
is fall ! all weltering in his gore, 
was caft to periih on the fhore ! 40 

ius frown'd the bloody monfter dead, 
ight the world in his great rival's head, 
'd head and trunk ihall join once more, 
salms now rife between, and oceans roar, 
pet's found each fragrant mote Ihall hear, 4$ 
1 earth, or if afloat in air, 
ignal wafted in the wind, 
>ne fleeping atom lag behind. 

C 2 ^ 



Or midft the burning planet 
Or hover'd o'er where her p; 
Or rather coafted on her fini 
And fear'd, or wifh'd for, l 
This foul, returning with a 
Now weds for ever her immc 
Life, which ran down before 
The fprings maintain an evei 

Thus a frail model of the 
Firft takes a copy of the buil 
Before the flrudhire firm with 
And marble bowels of the fol 
Turns the ftrong arch, and bi 
And bear the lofty palace to t 
The wrongs of time enabled 1 
With bars of adamant, and ri 

That antient, facred, and i 
Where foon or late fair Albio 



THE LAST DAY, Book IL %t 

Now populous overflows : a numerous race 

Of rifing kings fill all th' extended fpace : 

A life well fpent, not the victorious fword, 

Awards the crown, and ftiles th6 greater lord. 86 

Nor monunttnts albne, and burial-earth. 
Labours ^th man to thie his fecond birth y 
But where g^y palaces in pomparife,. 
And gilded theatres invade the fkies. 
Nations Ihall wake, whofe unrefpefted bones 15 

Support the pride of their luxurious fons. 
The moft magnificent and coftly dome 
Is but an upper chamber to a tomb. 
No fpot on earth, but has fupplyM a grave,'.* 
And human fkulls the fpacious ocean pave. 9% 

All 's full of man ; and at this dreadful tilm, • 
The fwarm Ihall iflue, and the hive fhall buhi. 

Not all at once, nor in like manner, rife : 
Some lift with pain their flow unwilling eyes : ' 
Shrink backward from the terror of the light, 95 

And blefs the grive, and call tor lafting night, 
Othersj whofe long-attempted virtue ftood 
Fix'd as a rock, arid broke the nifliklg flood, 
Whofe firm refolve, nor beauty could melt down. 
Nor raging tyrants from their pofture frown 5 160 

Such, in this day of horrors, fliall be feen 
To face the thunders with a god-like mien ; 
The planets drop, their thoughts are fixt above; 
The centre fliakes, their hearts difdain to move : 
An earth diflblving, and a heaven thrown wide, 105 
A yawning gulph, and fiends on every fide^ 

C 3 Serene 



^ ... .«i.iaiis, andJewSy an 
A blended throng, one 
Some who, perhaps, by 
With zeal for their diftir 
In nnutual friendfhip thei 
And hand in hand their i 
But none are fiufhM wi 
With jufter confidence, er 
Than thofe, whofe pious I 
Have made them public fai 
In that illuftrious rank, wl 
With fuch diftinguifh'd glo 
Bend down, my grateful N 
Which to fuch worthies the 
Wickham ! Fox ! Chichley ! 
Who to far diftant times di 
Beneath your fhades, and n 
I firft prefum'd to touch the 
All hail, thrice honmirM • » 



THE LAST DAY, Book II. a^ 

Indulgent God ! Oh bow ihall mortal raiie 
His foul to due returns of grateful praife^ 
For bounty fo profufe to human kind, 135 

Thy wondrous gift of an eternal mind ? 
Shall ly who> fome few years ago, was lefs 
Than worm, or mite, or fhadow can exprefsy 
Was Nothing; Ihall I live, when every fire 
And every ftar (hall languifh and expire i 141) 

When earth's no more, Ihall I furvive above, 
And through the radiant files of angels move ? 
Or, as before the throne of God I ftand, 
See new worlds rolling from His fpacious hand, 
Where our adventures fhall perhaps be taught, 145 
As we now tdl how Michael fung or fought ? 
All that has being in full concert join. 
And celebrate the depths of Lo'ue divine ! 

But oh ! before this blifsful ftate, before. 
Th' afpiring foul this wondrous height can foar, 1 5.0 
The Judge, defcending, thunders from afar. 
And all mankind is fummon'd to the Bar« 

This mighty fcene I next prefume to draw : 
Attend, great Anna, with religious awe. 
Expe£l*not here the known fuccefsful arts 155 

To win attention, and command our heai'ts t 
Fiction, be far away j let no machine 
Defcending here, no fabled God, be feen ; 
Behold the God of Gods indeed defcend, 
Ajid worlds unnumber'd his approach attend ! 160 

Lo ! the wide theatie, whofe ample fpace 
Muft entertain the whole of human race, 
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"'"iroa and Bourbm, »•• ' 
The eaves that toanWei^*^^^ 
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Immortal Blenheim, fam'd Ramillla^s hoft, 
They All are here, and here they All are loft s 
Their millions fwell to be difcemM in vain, jjf 

Loft as a Ibillow in th' unbounded main* 

This echoing voice now rends the yielding air,. 
** For Jadgmentj judgment, Tons of men prepare l" 
Earth fhakes anew; I hear her groans pr6£:>und^ 
And hell through all her trembling realms refound. *oo ' 

Whoe'er thou art, thou greateft power of earth, 
Bleft with moft equal planets at thy birth ; 
Whofe valour drew the moft fuccefsful fword, 
Moft realms united in one common lord ; 
Who, on the day of triumph, faldft. Be thine 205^ 
The ikies, Jehovah, all this world is mine.: 
Dare not to lift thine eye — Alas ! my Mufe, 
How art thou loft ! what numbers canft thou chufe? 

A fudden blufh inflames the waving iky. 
And now the crimfon curtains open fly; 210 

Lo ! far within, and far above all height. 
Where heaven's great Sovereign reigns in worlds of lights , 
Whence nature He informs, and with one ray 
Shot from his eye, does all her works furvey. 
Creates, fupports, confounds ! Where ttme, 2indplace, 2x5^ 
Matter, 2ind'form, 2nd. fortune , life, znd grace, 
Wait humbly at the footftool of their God, 
And move obedient at his awful nod 5 
Whence he beholds us vagrant emmets crawl 
At random on this air-fufpended ball ft20> 

(Speck of creation) : if he pour one breath. 

The bubble breaks^ and 'tis eternal death, 

Thcnc* 



Virtue^ dominion, praife, o 
Support the train of their t 
A zone, beyond the thougl 
Around him, like the zodi: 
Night ihades the fblemn arc 
And in his cheek the purple 
Where-e'er ferene he turns \ 
Or we expeft, or find, a pai 
But if refentment reddens tl 
The. Eden kindles, and the ^ 
On one hand, Knowlege fhir 
On one, the fword of Juftice. 
Noiv bend the knee in fport, 
JViww tell the fcourg'd Impoft 
Thus glorious through the 
Of life and death eternal ben 
Loud thunders round him roll 
Th' angelic hoft is rangM in 
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! whither art thou rak'd above the fcom 
And indigence of bim in Bethlem born j 

A needlefs, helplefs^ unaccounted, gueft, %^i^ 

And but a fecond to the fodder'd beaft ? 
How changM from bim, who meekly proftrate laid, 
Vouchfaf 'd to walh the feet himfelf had made ? 
From bim who was betray'd, forfook, deny'd. 
Wept, languiihM, pray'd, bled, thirfted, groanM, and 
dy'd 5 260 

Hung piercM and bare, infulted by the foe. 
All heaven in tears above, earth unconcem'd below ? 

And was 't enough to bid the Sun retire ? 
Why did not Nature at thy groan expire ? 

1 fee, I hear, I feel, the pangs divine 5 265 
The world is vaniihM — I am wholly thine. 

Miilaken Caiaphas! Ah! which blafphemM^ 
Thou, or thy Prifoner ? which fhall be condemned ? 
Well might'ft thou rend thy garments, well exclaim ; 
Deep are the horrors of eternal flame ! 270 

But God is good ! 'Tis wondrous all ! Ev'n He 
Thou gav'ft to death, fliame, torture, dy'd for Thee. 

Now the defcending triumph ftops its flight 
From earth full twice a planetary height. 
There all the clouds condensed, two columns raife 275 
Diftin^ with orient veins and golden blaze. 
One flxM on earth, and one in fea, and round 
Its ample foot the fwelling billows found. 
• Thefe an irameafurable arch fupport. 
The grand tribunal of this awful cour^t 280 

SheeU 
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Thus then, with fervency till now unknown^ 
I caft my heart before th* eternal throne. 
In this great temple, which the ikies furround. 
For homage to its Xord, a narrow bound. 

^^ QTkoul whqfe balance does the mountains weigh, 
- ^* Whoie will the ^Id tuInult^o[U8 foas obey, ' 

' ** Whole breath can turn thofe watery worlds to flame»' 
^< That flame to tempefl, and. that tempeft tame ; 
-« Eacth^s jneaneft fon, all trembling, proftrate falls, 
^** And on the boundlefs of tliy goodnefs calls. 329 

" Oh 1 give the winds all paft offence to fweep, 
** To fcatter wide, or bury in the deep : 
** Thy power, my weaknefs, may I ever fee, 
** And wholly dedicate my foul to Thee ; ^ 

^* ileign o^er my will j my paflionft ebb and flow 32J 
^^ At thy command, nor human motive know! 
** If anger boil, let anger be my praife, 
** And fin the graceful indignation raife« 
** My love be warm to fuccour the diftrefs'd, 
^* And lift the burden from the foul oppreis'd, 33^ 
** Oh may my underflanding ever read 
•* This glorious volume, which Thy wifdom madel 
^* Who decks the maiden Spring with flowery pride? • 
** Who calls forth Summer, like a fparkling bride ? 
** Who joys the mother Autuma's bed t» crown ? 33^5 
** And bids old Winter lay her honours down? 
«* Not the Great Ottoman, or Greater Czar, 
** Not Europe's arbitrefs of peace and yirar, 
'*' May fea and land, and earth and heaven be joined, - 
^^ To bring th* eternal. Author to n^y. mind 1 340 
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His court admire, or for his favour fue. 

Or leagues of friencUhip with His fainKs renew } 

Pleas'd to look down, and fee the world afleep, 

"While I long vigils to its Founder keep ! 

'* Canft Thou not fliake the centre ? Oh controul, 375 

Subdue by force, the rebel in my foul : 

Thou, whot;anft ftill the raging of the flood, 

Reftrain the various tumults of my blood | 

Teach me, with equal firmnefs, to fuftain 

Alluring pleafure, and affaulting pain. 389 

O may I pant for Thee in in each defire I 

And with ftrong faith foment the holy fire ! 

Stretch out my foul in hope, and grafp the prke, 

Which in JBtemity's deep bofom lies ! 

At the Great Day of recompence behold, 3S5 

Devoid of fear, the fatal Book unfold ! 

Then wafted upward to the blifsful feat, . 

From age to age, my grateful fong repeat ; 

My Light, my Life, my God, my Saviour fee, 

And rival angels in the praife of Thee/* 394 



THE 



'« Efle quoquc in fatis rem 
** Quo mare, quo tellug, i 
*' Ardeatj & mundi molei 

^T^HE book unfolding; 
A Of faints and angels; 
Of guilty fouls } the gloon 
And all the horrors of the 
I next prefume to fing: W 
Demands my laft, but moft 
And let the Mufe or now a 
Or in inglorious feades for . 
She kindles, /he's inflamM ; 
She mounts, /he gains upon 
The world grows kfs as Ihe 
And the fun darkens to her 
Heaven opening:, all its facn 
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i filence, and fo ftrong the blaft, 

dy'd, when fhe had groan'd her laft. 20 

lor angel, moves ; the Judge on high 

id, and with his glory fills the (ky: 

le fatal book his hand he lays, 

h to view fupporting feraphs raife j 

form the rituals are prepar'd, 25 

broken, and a groan is heard. 

my foul, (oh fall to fudden prayer, 

c thought fmk deep !) fhalt thou be there ? 

le left (for by the great command 

1 divided falls on either hand;) 30 
, how pale, how haggard, how obfcene, 

2 than death in every face and mien i 
: diftrefs, and glarings of affright, 

c the heart, and turn away the light? 

orbs their trembling eye -balls roll, 35 

le horrid fecrets of the foul, 
re mourns, each look is black with care, 

groan is loaden with defpair. 

guilty, fpare the Mufe, and find 
.age piftur'd in thy mind. 40 

thou behold thy brother, father, wife, 
e foft companions of thy life, 
nded interefts leveled at one aim, " 
c'd defires fent up one common flame, 
r ; thy wretched Self alone 45 

: left, of all whom thou haft known j 
i it wound ? What millions wouldft thou give 
ore trial. One more day to live ? 

D Flung 



xrxarin, on tne nght^ ho 
Their Maker's image £rti 
What purple bloom my ra 
And their eyes fparkling v 
Triumphant beauty ! char 
This world, and in bleil a 
To the Great Judge with 1 
And dare behold th' Almi§ 
Its flafh fuftain, againfl its 
And on the dread tribunal 
Are thefe the forms that mi 
Oh the tranfcendent glory c 
Yet ftill fome thin remains 
Th' infeaed brightnefs of i 

Thus the chafte bridegro 

nigh, 

l^eholds his blefling with a 1 

Feels doubtful paffions thro! 

And in his cheelca nr* »*»:«- 
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Since Adam's family, from firft to laft, 
Now into one diftin^l furvey is caftj 
Look round, vain-glorious Mufe, and you whoe'er 
Devote yourfelvcs to fsune, and think her fair ; 8^^ 

Look round, and Ceek the lights of human race, 
Whofe fliining afts Time's brighteft annals grace j 
Who founded fefts ; crowns conquer'd, or refign*d ; 
Gave names to nations 5 or fam'd empires joined j 
Who rais*d the vale, and laid the mountain lowj 85 
And taught obedient rivers where to flowj 
W^ho with vaft fleets, as Vrith a mighty chain, 
Could bind the hiadnefs of the roaring main : 
All loft? all undiftinguifh'd ? no-where found f 
How will this truth in Bourbon's palace found ? 90 

That bour, on which th' Almighty King on high 
From all eternity has fix'd his eye. 
Whether his right-hand favoured, or annoy*d. 
Continued, altered, threatened, or deftroy'd ; 
Southern or eaftem fceptrc downward hurl'd, 95 

Gave north or weft dominion o'er the world ; 
The point of time, for which the world was built, 
For which the blood of God himfelf was fpilt. 
That dreadful moment is arriv'd — 

Aloft, the feats of blifs their pomp difplay iqo 

Brighter than brightnefs, this diftinguiih'd day ; 
Lefs glorious, when of old th' eternal Son 
From realms of night retum'd with trophies won : 
Through heaven's high gates, when he triumphant rode. 
And ihouting angels hail'd the Vi6br God. 105 

D 7. Horrors, 



Thefbns of light fcarce iinappa 
And nearer prefs heavcn^s everh 

Such is the fcene ; and one fli 
Concludes the hopes and fears ( 
Proceed who dares !— I tremble 
The whole creation fwims befoi 
I fee, I fee, the Judge's, frowni 
Say not, 'tis diftant ; I behold 
I faint, my tardy blood forgets 
My foul recoils at the ftupendoi 
That woe, thofe pangs, which A 
In thefe, or words like thefe, {\ 

** Who burft the barriers of i 
** Ah! cruel death, that would 
*« But grudged me e'en that na 
** And caft me out into the wrj 
** Where Ihrieks, the roaring fl 
** And all the dreadful eloquer 
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" And (hall my voice, ordainM on hymns to dwell, 
« Corrupt to groans, and blow the fires of hell? 
** Oh ! muft I look with terror on my gain, 
*' And with exiftence only mssSxirt pain? 
" What f no reprieve, no leaft indulgence given, 140 
<* No beam of hope, from any point of heaven ! ' 
" Ah Mercy ! Mercy ! art thou dead above ? 
" Is Love extinguifh'd in the Source of Love ? 

*« Bold that I am, did heaven ftoop down to hell ? 
«*^ Th' expiring Lord of life my ranfom feal ? 145 

** Have I not been induftrious to provoke? 
** From his embraces obftinately broke ?• 
** Purfued, and panted for his mortal hate, 
*« EamM my deftruftion, laboured out my fate? 
*♦ And dare I on extinguifh'd Love exclaim ? 150 

** Take, take full vengeance, rouze the flackening flame ; 
<* Juft is my lot— but oh ! muft it tranfcend' 
** The reach of time, defpair a diftant end ? 
*< With dreadfirl growth flioot forward, and arife, 
** Where thought can't follow, and bold fancy dies 1155 

" NErER f where falls the foul at that dread found ? 
** Down an abyfs how dark, and how profound- ? 
** Down, down, (I ftill am falling, horrid pain !) 
** Ten thoufand thoufand fathoms ftill remain j 
« My plunge but ftill begun— And this for fin ? 160 
*< Could I offend, if I had never been, 
•* But ftill increased the fenfelefs happy mafs, 
** FlowM in the ftream, or fhiver'd in the grafs ? 

** Father of mercies ! why from filent earth 
** Didft thou awake, and curfe me into birth, 165 
D 3 " Teat 



. ^M vMuiy and 
*' Pain is for man j and oh ! 
" For crimes, which made th( 
*' AnnuU'd his groans, as fa: 
^f And flung his agonies, and 
•* As our dire puniihment for 
** Our conftitution too for cvei 
** Curs'd with returns of vigoi 
•* Powerful to bear, and fatTsf) 
*' Still to be caught, and (till t 
** To periih ftill, and ftill to be 
** And this. My Htlpl My Ci 
** Nat\ire is changM, and hell (h 
** And canft Thou then look do 
^ And fee me plunging in the d 
•« Calling Thee Father, in a fea 
** Or pouring blafphemies at Th 
" With mortals anguiih wilt Tl 
" And by my panels nm»».'- - 
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" Forget me quite, nor ftoop a worm to blame 5 ♦ 

** But lofe me in the greatnefs of Thy name. 

** Thou art all Love, all Mercy, all Divine, 

** And fliall I make thofe glories ceafe to ihine ? 

** Shall finful man grovir great by his offence, 200 

** And from its courfe turn back Omnipotence ? 

*« Forbid it ! and oh ! grant. Great God^ at leaft 
" This one, this flender, almoft no requeft $ 
" When I have wept a thoufand lives away, 
" When torment is grown weary of its prey, %o$ 
<* When I have rav'd ten thoufand years in fire, 
** Ten thoufand thoufand, let me then expiry." 

Deep anguiih I but too late; the hopelefs foul 
Bound to the bottom of the burning pool. 
Though loth, and ever loud blafpheming, owns ^10 
He 's juftly doom'd to pour eternal groans 5 
EnclosM with horrors, and transfixM with pain. 
Rolling in vengeance, ftruggling with his chain : 
To talk to fiery tempefts ; to implore 
The raging flame to give its burnings o'er; 2J5 

To tofs, to writhe, to pant beneath his load, ^ 

And bear the weight of an offended God. 

The favoured of their Judge in triumph move, 
To take pofleflion of their thrones above $ 
Satan*s accurs'd defertion to fupply, 220 

And fill the vacant ftations of the Iky; 
Again to kindle long-extinguifh'd rays, 
And with new lights dilate the heavenly blaze ; 
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xjut I attempt the wondr* 
And leave unfinifhM the toe 
What boldly I begin, let otl 
My ftreng^th exhaufted, faint 
And chufe a lefs, but no ign 
DiiTolving elements, and woi 

The fetal period, the great 
And nature Shrinks at her app 
Loud peals of thunder give th 
Heaven's terrors in array furro 
Sharp lightnings with the mete 
And, darted downward, iet the 
Black rifmg clouds the thicken 
And fpiry flames dart through 
With keen vibrations cut the A 
And ftrike the darkened (ky wi 
Frt)m heaven's four regions, w 
Angels drive on the wind's imj 
T" enrage the flame : It fnrt*^^' 



TttE LAST DAY, Book III. 4> 

There,: undenninM, down nifli eternal hills, 

The neighbouring vales the vaJft deftruftion fills. 255 

JHear^ft thou that dreadful crack ? that found which 

broke 
I^ike peals of thunder, and the centre (hook ? 
WTiat wonders muft that groan of nature tell ! 
Olympus there, and mightier Atlas, fell 5 
'Which feem'd above the reach df fate to Hand, • 260 
A towering monument of God's right hand j 
Now duft and fmoke, whofe brow, fo lately, ijpread- 
O'er (helter'd countries its difFufive ihade. 

Shew me that celebrated (pot, where all 
The various rulers of the fever'd ball 265 

Have humbly fought wealth, honour, and redrefs. 
That land which heaven feem'd diligent to blefs. 
Once caird Britannia : Can her glories end ? 
And can't furrounding feas her realms defend ? 
Alas ! in flames behold furrcunding feas I 270 

Like oil, their waters but augment the blaze. 

Some angel, fay where ran proud Afia's bound I 
Or where with fiiiits was fair Europa. crown'd ? 
WTiere ftretch'd wafte Libya ? Where did India's ftorc 
Sparkle in diamonds, and her golden ore ? 275 

Each loft in each, their mingling kingdoms glow. 
And all difrolv'd, one fiery deluge flow : 
Thus earth's contending monarchies are Join'd, 
And a full period of ambition find. 

And now whate'ier or fwims, or walks, or flies, 28© 
Inhabitants of fea, or earth, or (kies 5 
All on whom Adam's wifdom fix'd a name, 
All plunge, and periih in the conquering flame. 

This 



^ uncc 10 proudly bl 

So bubbles on the foaming 
So fparks that fcatter from 
The deraftations of One di 
The Great Creator's Six da 
A mighty, mighty ruin I y* 
Has more to boaily and far 
Exalted in fupcrior excellenc 
Cafts down to nothings fuch 
Have you not fcen th^ eternal 
An earth diflblving, a defcent 
What ftrange furprizes throuc 
For whom tiiefe revolutions. 
For him. Omnipotence new n 
For him, through all eternity 
Pours on him gifts fuflScient t 
Heaven's lofs, and widi frefli 

Think deeply then, O Man 
Pay thvf*.!^ »- 
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Tfe6( knowledge, fee, the dawning light 

els a noon moft exquifitely bright ! 315 

fpringrg of endlefs joy are breaking forth ! 
:, buds the promife of celeftial worth ! 
h, which muft ripen in a happier clime, 
brighter Sufty beyond the bonnds of time. 
, Minory canft not guefs thy vaft eflkte, 320 

: ftores, on foreign coafts, thy landing wait j 
lot thy claim, let virtue^s path be trod ; 
glad all heaven, and pleafe that bounteous GoD, 

to light thee to pleafures, himg on high 
-adiant orb, proud regent of the flcy : 3^15 

fervice done, its beams (hall fade away, 
[^OD (hine forth in one Eternal Day. 
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"** Gratior & pulchro veniens in corpore virtus." Virg, 
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THE FORCE OF RELIGION; 

O R, 

VAN Q^UI SHED LOVE. 

BOOK I. 

" —Ad coelum ardentia lumina tollens, 

" Lumina 5 nam teneras arcebant vincula palmas." 

ViRG. 

FROM lolity themes, from thoughts that foar'd on 
high. 
And open'd wondrous fcenes above the Iky, 
My Mufe defcend : Indulge my fond dedre ; 
With fofter thoughts my melting foul infpire, 
And finooth my numbers to a femalc^i praife s 5 

A partial world will liften to my lays. 
While Anna reigns, and fets a female name 
Unrivard in ^ glorious lifts of fame. 

Hear, ye fair daughters of this happy land, 
Whofe radiant eyes die vanquifli'd world comnumd, 10 
l^irtue is Beauty t But when charms of mind 
With elegance of outward form arc join'd ^ 
Vfhtn youth makes fuch bright objects ftill more bright. 
And Jbrtune fets them in the ftrongeft light 3 • 
'Tis all of heaven that we below may view, 15 

AjkI all, but Adoration, in your due. 

Fam^d female virtue did this iile adorn, 
Ere Ormond, or her glorious Queen, was born : 

When 



^AUii u irom tne lummit df im 
With equal mind fuftain''d the 

But how will Guilford, her 
With manly reafon fortify his 
At once fhe longs, and is afrai 
Now fwift flie move^, and now 
To find her lord j and, finding 
Silent with fear, nor dares fhe i 
Lefl that, unafkM, in fpeechlefs 
The mournful fecret of his inw 
Thus, after ficknefs, doubtful t 
The melancholy virgin fhuns thi 

At length, with troubled diot 
And forrow foften'd by her heav 
She clafps her lord, brave, beaui 
While tender accents melt upon 1 
Gentle, and fweet, as vernal Zej 
Fanning the lily, or the bloomin 
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** Above, wheiti :.o diftindli<Ai ftall be known 

* * 'Twixt him whom ftorms hare ihaken from a thi*one, 50 

*' And him, who, baflcing in the fmiles of fate, 

** Shone forth in all the fplendor of the great ; 

•* Nor can I find the difference here below ; 

** I lately was a Queen ; I fHll am fo, 

«* While Guilford's Wife : Thee rather I obey, 55 

** Than o'er mankind extend imperial fway. 

** When we lie down in fome obf&ure retreat, 

** Incens'd Maria may her rage forget ; 

** And I to death my duty will improve, 

**' And what you mifs in empire, add in love— 60 

*• Your God-like foul is open'd in your look, 

" And I have faintly your great meaning fpoke, 

** For this alone I'm pleas'd I wore the crown, 

" To find with what content we lay it down. 

" Heroes may win, but 'tis a heavenly race 65 

" Can quit a throne with a becoming grace." 

Thus fpoke the faircft of her fex, and cheer'd 
Her drooping IokI ; whofe boding bofom fear'd 
A darker cloud of ills would burft, and flied 
Severer vengeance on her guiltlefs head : 70 

Too juft, alas, the terrors which he felt ! 
For, lo! a guard! — Forgive him, if he melt — 
How (harp her pangs, when fever'd from his fide. 
The moft fincerely lov'd, and loving bride, 
In fpace confin'd, the Mufe forbears to tell 5 75 

Deep was her anguifh, but ihe bore it well. 
Vol. I. E His 



w men thus adorn'd, in al 
A fplendid wretch, magnii 
Now on the bridal-bed his 
And angtiifh fed on bis enj 
Each recolle^ed pleafure n: 
And every tranfport ftabb'( 

That happy moon, whicl 
That moon which ihone.on 1 
Which faw him fold hex yet 
(Deny'd to princes) in his 
Now fees the tranfient bleili 
iEmpire and Love ! the vifia 

Thu$, in the Britifh dim* 
Will oft the fmiling face of 
The winds with violence at 
Sweep flowers and fruits, an 
A fudden winter, while the 
♦O'ercoraes the feafon, and in 
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Black thoughts each morn invade the Lover's breaft, 
Each night, a ruffian locks the Queen to reft. 

Ah mournful change, if judg'd by vulgar mind^ ! 
But Suffolk's daughter its advantage finds, 1 10 

Religion's force divine is beft difplay'd 
In deep defertion of all human aid : 
To fuccour in extremes, is her delight. 
And chear the heart, when terror ftrikes the fight. 
We, diibelieving our own fenfes, gaze, 115 

And wonder what a mortal's heart can raife 
To triumph o'er misfortunes, fmile in grief, 
And comfort thofe who come to bring relief : 
We gaze ; and as we gaze, wealth, fame, decay. 
And all the world's vain glories fade away. izo 

Againfl her cares fhe rais'd a dauntlefs mind. 
And with an ardent heart, but moft refign'd, 
Deep in the dreadful gloom, with pious heat. 
Amid the filence of her dark retreat, 
Addrefs'd her God—** Almighty Power Divine ! 125 
'* 'Tis thine to raife, and to deprefs, is Thine 5 
'* With honour to light up the name unknown, 
•* Or to put out the lufbe of a throne. 
'* In my fhort fpan both fortunes I have prov'd, 
'* And though with ill frail nature will be mov'd, 1 30 
" I'll bear it well : (O ftrengthen me to beatr !) 
'* And if my pitty may claim thy care ; . 
'* If I remeraber'd, in youth's giddy heat, 
'* And tumult of a court, a Future State 5 
** O favour, when thy mercy I implore 135 

'* For OM who never guilty fceptre bore ! 
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« v/11 me, I 

« If /^^/^ are fafe, 111 t 
** And blefs thy tender r 

'Twas now the mourn: 
In which the queen to hei 
Through rigid juftice, nii 
And drank in zeal the blc 
The fun went down iii clo 
The fad neceflity of his ret 
The hollow wind, and mel 
Or did, or was imagined to 
The tapers caft an inaufpici 
Stars there were none, and 

Sweet innocence in chain? 
Soft flumber gently creeping 
She finks ; and in her fleep 
Mock'd by a gaudy dream. 
She views her fleets and arn 
And ftretches wide her Ihad 
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The buiy trades in cities had began 

To found, and fpeak the painful life of man. 

In tyrants breafts the thoughts of vengeance rouza^ 

And the fond bridegroom turns him to his fpoufe. 170 

At this firfl birth of light, while morning breaks. 

Our fpoufelefs bride, our widow'd wife, awakes ; 

Awakes, and fmiks j nor night's impofture blames; 

Her real pomps were little more than dreams \ . 

A fliort-livM blaze, a lightning quickly o>r, 175 

That dyM in birth, that flione, and was no more: 

She turns her iide, and foon refumes a ftate. 

Of mind, well futted to her altered fate. 

Serene, though ferious ; when dread tidings come 

(Ah wretched Guilford ! ) of . her inftant doom. i %^ > 

Sun, hide thy beams; in clouds as black as night 

Thy face iavolve; be guiltlefs of the fight j 

Or haflemore fwifdy to the weftem main; 

Nor let her blood the confcious day-light ftain ! 

Oh ! how fevere ! to fall fo new a bride, 1S5 

Yet blufliing from the prieft, in youthful pride ; 
When time had juft matured each perfeft grace. 
And open'd all the wonders of. her face ! 
To leave her Guilford dead to all relief. 
Fond of his woe, and obftinate in grief. 190 - 

Unhappy fair ! whatever fancy drew, . 
(Vain promisM bleflings) vaiiiih from her view; 
No train of chearfol days, endearing nights, 
No iweet domeftic joyf>, and chafte delights ; 
Pleaiures that bloflbm ev'n from doubts and fears ; 195 
And bli& and rapture rifing out of cares i 

E 3 No 



Might comtort to uis lii.v. 

And fill her place in his indulgent h 
As where fruits fall, quick-rifmg bl 
And the bleft Indian of his care beg 
In vain thefe various reafons jointl 
To blacken death, and heighten her 
She, through th' encircljng terrors. 
To the blefs'd regions of eternal lig 
And fills her foul with peace : To v 
Her father, and her lordy (he recom 
Unmoved herfelf : Her foes her air i 
And rage to fee their malice throwi 
She foars ; now nought on earth de 
But Guilford ; who ftill ftruggles f 
Still will his form importunately ri 
Clog and retard her tranfport to th 
As trembling flames now take a £c 
Now catch the brand with a returr 
*T^i."e ^Ar foul onward from the fe 
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!s ! misfortunes travel iti a train, 

d oft hi life form one perpetual chain ;' 

ir buriesf fear, and ills on ills attend, 

1 life and forrow meet one common end. 230 

I he thinks that (he has nought but death to fear, 

d death is conquered. Worfe than death is near s 

r rigid trials are not yet comprete ;' 

e news arrives of her great father's fat^. 

; fees his hoaiy head, all white with age, 2'i$ 

vi6iim to th' offended monarch's rage. 

w great the mercy, had ih% breathed her laft, 

; the dire fentence on her father paft I 

\ fonder parent nature never knew ; 

id as his age increased, his fondnefs grew. 249 

parent's love ne'er better was beftow'd 5 

e pious daughter in her heart overflow'd. 

id can ihe from all weaknefs ftill refrain ? 

id ftill the firmnefs of her foul maintain ? 

pofflble! a figh will. force its way J. ' 245 

e patient tear her mortal birth betray j 

; fighs and weeps ! but fo (he weeps and fighs, 

filent dews defcend, and vapours rife. 
I^eleftial Patience ! how doft thou defeat 
le foe's proud menace, and elude his hate? 250 

hile Paflion takes his part, betiays our peace j 
► death and torture fwells each flight difgrace j 

not oppofmg, thou doft ills deftroy, 
id weai* thy conquer'd forrows into joy. 
mjbe revolves within her anxious mind; 255 

hat woe ftill lingers in refeFve behind. 

E 4 Griefs 
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But when the winds and weighty rains defcend. 
The fair and upright ftem is forc'd to bend j 
Till broke at length, its fnowy leaves are fhed; 
And ftrew with dying fweets their native bed. 290 
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** Hie pietatis honos ? fie 



HER Guilford clafps 
And with a kifs rec 
To tapers thus, which by 
A lighted taper, touchM, 
She reared her fwimming e 
And Guilford too, or fhe 
Hcrfatber^s death ihe bore 
But now fhe muil, fhe will 
Ah ! Guilford, ihe began, 
But fobs nilh'd in, and ev 
Reafon itfelf, as gufts of ] 
Was rufHed in the tempeft. 

Sothft vn«f»» }^n.v 
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"What with afflicted beauty can compare, 

.And drops of love diftilling from the fair ? zcf 

It melts us down ; our pains delight beftow; 

Jind we with fondnefs languifh o'er our woe. 

This Guilford prov'd 5 and, with excefs of pain> 
And pleafure too, did to his bofbm ftrain: 
The weeping fair : funk deep in foft defirt, 15 

Indulged his- love, and nurs'd the raging fire : 
Then tore himfelf away 5 and, ftanding wide, 
As fearing a relapfe of fondnefs, cry'd. 
With ill-diffembled grief i <* My life, forbear! 
** You wound your Guilford whh each-cruel tear: 3a- 
•' Did you- not chide my grief? Reprefs your own j 
** Nor want compaflion {or your/elf alone : 
•* Have you beheld, how, from the diftant main, 
** The thronging waves roll on, a numerous train, 
*' And fbam, and bellow, till they reach the ihore ; 35. 
** There burft their noify pride, and are no more ^ 
** Thus the fucceffive flows of human race, 
** Chased' by the coming, the preceding chafe 5 
" They found, and fwell; their haughty heads they rear ;. 
** Then fall, and flatten, break, and difappear. 40 
" Life is a forfeit we muft fliortly payf 
*• And where 's the mighty lucre of a day? 
** Why fhould you mourn frty fate ? 'Tis moft unkind j 
** Your o^x you bore with an unfliaken mind : 
•* And which, can you imagine, was the dart 4.5 

** That drank moft blood, funk deepeft in my heart I 
" I cannot live without you j and my doom 
** I meet with joy, fo ihare one common tomb.— 

« And 



^xiiu jucip xvA«ui<i Lu urtiruy luy j 

But» oh ! againft himfelf his la 
The more He comforted, the mon 
Com|>ainon fwells our grief; wore 
But footh our weaknefs, and difTol 
Her (brrow flowM in ftreams ; nor 
While That he blam'd, he yielded 
Where are the fmiles (he wore, wl 
HailM him great partner of the re^ 
Y^cn orient gems around her tern 
And bending nations on the glory 

^Tis now the Queen^s command. 
To weep with dignity, and mours 
She forms the decent mifery with j( 
And loads with pomp the wretch ( 
A ipacious hall is hung with blaclt 
Shut out, and noon-day darkened 
From the mid-roof a lamp depend 
Like a dim crefcent in a rln»iH#»H il 
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V fcene, that would have damped with riiixig cares, 

W quite extinguiihM, every love but theirs, So 

(Vhat can th^y do } -They Hx their mournful eyes«> 

Then Guilford, thus abruptly 5 ** I defpife 

' An empire loft ; I fling away tlie crown. $ 

' Numbers have laid that bright deluilon down $ 

' But where 's the Charles, or Dioclefian where, 85 

^ Could quit the blooming, wedded, weeping fair ? 

' Oh ! to dwell ever on thy lip ! to ftand 

In full poiiedlon of thy fnowy hand ! 
• And, through th' unclouded cryftal of thine eye. 

The heavenly treafures of the mind to fpy t 90 

' Till rapture reaibn happily deftroys. 

And my foul wanders through immortal joys ! 

Give me the world, and afk me, Where 's my blifs ? 
■ I clafp thee to my breaft, and anfwer, This, 
' And fliall the grave'*— He groans, and can no more ; 95 
•ut all her charms in fiknce traces o*er $ 
ler lip, her cheek, and eye, to wonder wrought^ 
Vnd, wondering, fees, in fad pre/aging thought, 
rom that fair neck, that world of beauty fall, 
bid roll along the duftf a ghaftly ball ! 100 

Oh ! let thofe tremble^ who are greatly blefs'd 1 
or who, but Guilford, could be thus difh^fs'd ? 
^ome hither, all you Happy, all you Great, 
Vom flowery meadows, and from rooms of ftate i 
lor think I call, your pleafures to deftroy, 105 

Jut to refine, and to exalt your joy : 
¥eep not j but, fmiling, fix your ardent care 

)n nobler titles than tiiie Brave or Fair. 

Was 



Fierce, refolute, delirious wim »i.» 
His fears for her akne s he beat hit 
And thus the fervour of his foul e 
** Oh ! let thy thought o'er our pai 
*' And ihew one moment uninflam 
** Oh ! if thy kiikinefs-can no long 
** In pity to thyfdf, forget the pa 
** Elfe wilt thou never, void of ih 
** Pronounce bis doom, -whom tho^ 
** Thou who haft took me to thy 
*• Empires were viie> and Fate coi 
** That to ctmtinttei was its utmo 
"** And make the future like the j 
** Now call a ruffian j bid his en 
^* Lay wide the bofom of thy wc 
•* Transfix his hean (fince you 
** And ftain his honour with a 
" l^bis might perhaps be borne ^ 
" ""-•* '*•"•'» a father's pangs wil] 
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Bending beneath the burden of his care ; 

His robes neglected, and his head was bare ; 

Decrepit winter, in the yearly ring, ao« 

Thus ilowly creeps, to meet the blooming fpring : 

Downward he caft a melancholy look ; 

Thrice tum'd, to hide his grief j than faintly (poke, 

•* Now deep in years, and forward in decay, 

** That ax can only rob me of a dayj 205 

** For tbee, my foul's defu« f I can't refrain 5 

** And (hall my tears, my iafi tears, flow in yain f 

" When you (hall know a mother's tender name, 

** My heart's diflrefs no longer will you blame." 

At this, afar his buriUng groans were heard j «X9 

The tears ran trickling down his (ilver beard : 

He fnatch'd her hand, which to his lips he preft. 

And bid her plant a dagger in his breaft ; 

Then, (inking, call'd her piety unjuft. 

And foil'd his hoary temples in the duft. 215 

Hard-hearted men! will you no mtrcy know? 
Has the Queen brib'd ycu to diftrefs her foe ? 
O weak deferters to misfortune's part. 
By falfe affe£lion thus to pierce her heart! 
"When (he had foar'd, to let your arrows fly, 420 

And fetch her bleeding from the middle (ky ! 
And can her virtue, fpringing from the ground. 
Her flight recover, and difdain the wound, 
When cleaving love, and human intereft, bind 
The broken force of her afpiring mind j 225 

As round the generous eagle, which in vain 
Exerts her (bength, the ferpent wreaths his train, 

Vol. I.» F Her 



^ \J VIUV* 



Three headlefs trunks, of thofe who 
And in her wars immortal glory gaj 
The lifted ax affbr'd her ready doon 
And filent mourners faddenM aD di 
Shall I proceed ? or here break off r 
Nor truths, to ftagger human faith. 

She met this utmoft malice of her 
With Chriftian dignity, and pious i 
The beating ftorm's propitious rage 
And all the martyr triumphed in hei 
Her lord znd father, for a momenta 
She ftriftly folded in her foft embrac 
Then thus (he fpoke, while angels 1 
And fudden gladnefs fmilM along t} 

** Your over-fondnefs has not m< 
** I am well pleas'd you make my d 
** I Joy I cannot fave youj and hav 
** Two lives, much dearer than my 
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*' He ihot his fting in that farewel-embrace j 

** And ally that is to come, is joy and peace. 

** Then let miftaken forrow be fuppreft, 

** Nor feem to envy my approaching reft." 

Then, turning to the minifters of fate, 260 

She, fmiling, fays, ** My viftory's complete : 

** And tell your Queen, I thank her for the blow, 

** And grieve my gratitude I cannot ihow : 

** A poor return I leave in England^s crown, 

** For everlafting pleafure, and renown : 165 

** Her guilt alone allays this happy honr$ 

** Her guilt— the only vengeance in her power." 

Not Rome, untouched with forrow, heard her fate 5 
And fierce Maria pity'd her too late. 
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PREFACE. 



THESE Satires have been favourably recehred at 
home and abroad. I am not confcious of the 
leaft malevolence to any particular perfon through all 
the charafters ; though fome perfons may be fo felfiih^ 
as to engrofs a general application to themfelves. A 
writer in polite letters (hould be content with reputa- 
tion ; the private amufcraent he finds in his corapofi- 
tions 5 the good influence they have on his feverer ftu- 
dies 5 that admiflion they give him to his fuperiors ; 
and the poflible good efFeft they may have on the pub- 
■ lie ; or clfe he (hould join to his politenefs fome more 
lucrative qualification. 

But it is poflible, that Satire may not do much good : 
men may rife in their affeflions to their follies, as they 
do to their friends, when they are abufed by others : It 
is much to he feared^ that mifconduft will never be 
chafed out of the world by Satire j all therefore that is 
to be faid for it, is, that mifconduft will certain^ be 
never chafed out of the world by Satire, if no Satires 
are written : nor is that term unapplicable to graver 
compoikions. Elbics, Heathen and Chriftian, and the 
Scr^Cupes themfelves, are, in a great meafure, a Satire 
en the wseaknefs and iniquity of men ; and fome part 
of that Satire is in verfe too : nay, in the firft Ages, 
F 4 Fhilofophy 
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we (hould not be offended at what we find amifs : and 
the Caufe feems not to be the natural cure of any 
EffeB. 

Moreover, Laughing Satii-e bids the faireft for Aic- 
cefs : the world is too proud to be fond of a ierious 
tutor) and when an Author is in a pailion, the laughy 
generally, as in converfation, turns againft. him. This 
kind of Satire only has any delicacy in it. Of this 
delicacy Horace is the beft mailer : he appears in good ' 
humour while he cenfures j and therefore his cenfure 
has the more weight, as fuppofed to proceed from judg* 
ment, not from paillon. Juvenal is ever in a pafiion : 
He has little valuable but his eloquence and morality : 
The laft of which I have had in my eye ; but rather 
for emulation^ than imitation, through my whole 
work. 

But though I comparatively condemn Juvenal, in 
part of the fixth Satire (where the occafion moft requir- 
ed it), I endeavoured to touch on his manner j but was 
forced to quit it foon, as difagreeable to the writer, and 
reider too. Boileau has joined both the Roman Satiriils 
with great fuccefs ; but has too much of Juvenal in his 
very ferious Satire on Woman, which fhould have been 
the gayeft of all. An excellent critic of our own com- 
mends Boileau^s clofenefs, or, as he calls it, prejfnefsf 
particularly ; whereas, it appears to me, that repetition 
is his fault, if any fault (hould be imputed to him. 

There are fome profe Satirifts of the greateft delicacy 
and wit \ the laft of which can never, or ihould never, 

fucceed 
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fticceed without &e former. An Author witfiout it, 
betrays too great a contempt for mankind, and opinion 
of himfelf s which are bad advocates for reputation and 
fuccefs. What a diiPerence is there between the mmt, 
if not the <u;f>, of Cervantes and Rabelais f The laft hat 
a particular art of throwing a great deal of genius and 
learning into frolic and jeft; but the genius and the 
fchohr is all you can admire ; you want the gentleman 
to converfe with in him : he is like a criminal who re- 
ceives his life for fome fervices 5 you commend, but you 
'pardon too. Indecency oiFends our pride, as men^ 
and our unafFedled tafte, as judges of compofition: 
Nature has wifely formed us with an averfion to it j 
and he that fucceeds in Ijpight of it is, * " alieaa 
•* venia, quam fua providentia tutior." 

Such wits, like falfe oracles of old {which were wits 
and cheats), fhould fet up for reputation among the 
iveak, in fome Boeotia, which was the land of oracles j 
for the fwi/e will hold them in contempt. Some wits 
too, like oracles, deal in ambigmiiis i but not with 
equal fuccefs : for though ambiguities are ihejirfi ex- 
cellence of an impoftor, they are the I^ of a wit. 

Some fatirical wits and humourifts, like their father 
Lucian, laugh at every thing indifcrifninatiely ; which 
betrays fuch a poverty of wit, as cannot afford to part 
with any thing { and fuch a want of virtue, as to poft- 
pone it to a jeft. Such writers encourage vice and folly> 

which 

* Val. Max. 
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l9lHch Ihiy prdttAd td combat^ by fetthig tiiem ofi an 
■qml foot with better tfaiag^ ; and while they labour 
|» bribf tfvtry thing into contempt^ how can they cx- 
pe£l dicir own pa>t& ihould efcape^ Some fr»«ci^ wri- 
ters particularly, are guilty of this in matters of the 
laft confequence 5 and fome of our own. They that 
m for leflening the true dignity of mankind, are not 
RiTB of being fuccefsful, but with regard to one indi'vi' 
imal in it. It is this condufl that juftly makes a Wit 
» term of reproach. 

Which puts me mind of Plato's fable of the biith 
jf Love } one of the prettieft fables of all antiquity j 
Krhich will hold likewife with regard to modem Foetry. 
Love, fays he, is the fon of the goddefs Poverty, and 
the god of Riches: he has from his father his daring 
^nius 3 his elevation of thought $ his building cafUes 
n the air J his prodigality; his negle£l of things feri- 
ms and ufeful ; his vain opinion of his own merit j 
md his affe6lation of preference and diftinftion : from 
lis mother he inherits his indigence, which makes him a 
:onflant beggar of favours ; that importunity with 
rhichhebegs; his flattery 5 his fervilityj his fear of 
)eing defpifed, which is infeparable from him. This 
iddidon may be made 5 ^viz. That Poetry, like Love^ 
8 a little fubjeft to btindnefs, which makes her miftake 
ler way to preferments and honours 5 that (he has her 
atirical qui^ver-^ and, laftly, that (he retains a dutiful 
.dmiration of her father's family; but divides her 
avours^ and generally lives with her mothers rcla- 

iOft$. . 

However, 
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S A T I 11 E 1. 

T O 

HIS GRACE THE DUKE OF DORSET. 

*« Tanto major Furnas fitis eft, quam 

" Virtutis/' Juv. Sat. X. 

K/fy ver^e is Satire; Dorfet, lend your ear, 
^▼A And patronize B.M.uCe ycm c9iinot fear, 
"o poets facred is a Dorfet's name : 
^heir wonted paflport through the gates of fame; 
\.'bribes the partial reader into praife, ' 5 

Lnd throws a glory- round the flielter'd lays ; 
;*he dazzled judgment fewer faults can fee, 
Ind gives applaufe to Blackmore, or to me. 
tut you decline the mtflrefs we purfue ; 
>thers are fond of Pame, but Fame of you. !• 

Inftrudiive Satire, true to virtue's caufe ! 
rhou ftuning^/^/fw^ir/ of public laivsi 
Nhtn flatter* d crimes of a licentious age 
teproach our iilence, and demand our rage ; 
Vhen purchased follies f from each diftant land, 15 

.ike arts, improve in Britain's ikilful hand; 
Vhen the Laiv^ihevrs her teeth, but dares not bite, 
Ind South -fea treafures are not brought to light i 
Vhcn Cburcbmen Scripture for the Claflics quit, 
Wite apoftates from God's grace to Wit ; -^^ 

Vlen men grow great from their re'venue jpent^ 
bid fly from bailiffs into parliament \ 

When 
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Set up each fenfelefs wretcii 
On whom praife fhines, as 
Shall funeral eloquence her 
And fcatter roies on die we 
Shall authors fmile on fucfa 
And fatirifi virith nothing— 
Why flumbers Pope, who 
Nor hears that virtue, which 
Donne, Dorfet, Diyden, Ro 
And guilt's chief foe, in Ad 
JCongreve, who, crown'd with 
..Sits ftniling at the goal, while 
-He will not write ; and (more 
Ye gods ! he will not write, ; 
Doubly diftrcft, what authoi 
Difcreetly daring, and fererel 
The courtly • Roman's fhinin 
And fharplyyS«/7f prevaiU"'* * 
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've of Prmfty howe'er concealed by arty 
, more or lefs, and glows, in every heart : 
Qudy to gain it, toils on toils endure f 
^Ji (hun it, but to mak« it fure. 
3bes, and fcqitres, now on thrones it fweils; 55 
rims the midnight lamp in oolkge cells : 
3ry, Whigs it plots, prays, preaches, pleads^ 
ues in Senates, fqueaks in Maiqiserades. 
o Steele's buMour makes a bold pretencej 
bolder, aims at Pukeney's thqtteite^. .^ 

die dancer's heel, the 'uoriter's head, 
aps the plain with moimtains of the dead.1 
is with life \ but nods in iabk flumes^ 
our hearfej and flatters on our tombs* 
t is not primd? The pimp is proud to fee (^ 
y like himfelf in high degree : 
bore is proud her beauties are the dread 
nih virtue and the marriage-bed 5 
e bribM cuckoU, like crown'd id^tims bom 
ghter, glories in his gilded horn. 70- . 

- go to church, ^noK^ humbly to repent, 
me back much more guilty than they went: 
y they look, another way they Jfeer, 
the gods, but would have mortals hear j 
len their (ins tkey fet (incerely down, 75 

[ find that their religion has been one. 
*s with wiihful eyes on glory look, 
hey. have got their pidurt towards a book : 
H)us title, like a gaudy fign, 
o betray dull lots to ^mretched win^« 80 

If 
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If at his title T had dropt his quill, 

T might hare pafs'd for a great genius ftill« 

But T alas ! (excufc him, if you can^ 

Is now zfcribbUTf who was pnce a mam. 

Imperious fome a chSic fame demand, S5 

For heaping up, with a laborious hand, 

A waggon^load of meanings for one word. 

While A's depos^d^ and B with pomp reftor^d. 

Some, for renovm^ on fcraps of learning doat, 
And think they grow immortal as they quote, f 

To patch-work learned quotations are ally'd; 
Both ftrive to make oxiipo'verty our pride. 

On glafrhow witty is a noble peer I 
Did ever diamond coft a man fo dear F 

Polite difeafes make fome ideots <vain i 95 

Which, if unfortunately well, they feign. 

Of folly,- vice, difeafe, men proud we fee;; 
And (ftranger ftill I) of blockheads' flattery .5 
Whofe praife defames. ; as if a fool fhould mean. 
By fpitting on your face, to make it clean. io« 

Nor is *t enough all hearts are fwoln yvithpride. 
Her potuer is mighty, z.s her realm is wide. 
What can flie not perform ? The Love of Fame 
Made bold Alphonfus his Creator blame : 
Empedocles JiurPd down the burning deep : 105 

And (ftronger ftill I) made Alexander weep. 
Nay, it holds Delia from a fecond bed. 
Though her lov*d lord has four half-monchs been dead. 

This paflion with 3.J>imple have I feen. 
Retard a cauie, and give a judge the fpleen* xio 
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By this infpirM (O ne'er to be forgot!) 

Some lords kkve leara'd to fpeHf and fome to knot* 

[t makes Globoie a fpeaker in the houfe i 

tie hems, and is deliverM of his moufe. 

[t makes dear f elf on well-bred tongues prevail, 115 

fVnd I the little hero of each tale, 

Sick with the Lon)e of Famey what throngs pour in. 

Unpeople ctmrt^ and leave ^dD&fenate thin ? 

V^y growing fubjeft feems but juft begun, 

^d, chariot-like, I kindle as I run. 120' 

Aid me, great Homer! with thy epic rules. 
To take a catalogue of British fools. 
Satire 1 had I thy Dorfet's force divine, 
A knave or fool fiiould jperiih in each line^ i . - 

rJiough for the firft all Weftminfter ihould plead, 2 15 . 
^nd for the laft all Grefham intercede. 

Begin* Who firft the catalogue fhall grace ? 
To quality belongs the higheft place. « 

My lord comes forward j forward let him come! 
5fc vulgar ! at your peril, give him room : 130- 

He ftands iovfame on his forefathers' feet. 
By heraldry, prov'd valiant or difcreet. 
With what a decent pride he throws his eyes 
Above the man by three defcents lefs wife ! 
If virtues at his noble hands you crave, 13^ 

Vou bid him raife his father's from the gi'ave. 
Men ihould prefs forward iq fame's glorious chace; 
Nobles look bachward, and fo lofe the race. 

Let high birth triumph ! What can be more great f 
Nothing— but merit in a low eftate. €> 149 

VQh. L G To 
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They that on glorious ancefton 
Produce their deht^ inftead of the 
Dorfet, let thofe who proudly bo( 
like thee, in worth hereditary, ft 

Vain as falfe greatnefs is, the 1 
We want not fools to buy that Bi 
Mean fons of earth, who, on a J 
Of full fuccefs, fwam into nuetdt 
Xlnock with a purfe of gold at A 
And beg to be defcended from the 

When men of infamy to grand 
They light a torch to fliew their i 
Thofe governments which curb n< 
And a rich knave *s a lihel on oui 

Belus with folid ghry will be c 
He buys no phantom, no vain em 
But builds himfelf a name ; and, ; 

Sinlrc in a ruiamr an imnnpn(i> pfta 
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Xhe man who builds, and wants wherewith to pay^ 
Provides a home from which to run away^ 
In Britain, what is many a lordly fea^ 
But a difchai^ in full for an eftate ? 

In fmaller compafs lies Pygmalion^s ^nne$ 175. 

Not domes, but antique ftatues, are his flame: 
Not Fountaine^s felf more Parian charms has known { 
Nor is good Pembroke more in love with ftone. 
The bailiffs come (rude men prophanely boldl) 
And bid him turn his Venus into gold, 189 

*^ No, firs, he cries ; I'll fooner rot in ja^ 1 
<^ Shall Grecian arts be trucked for Englifh bailT' 
Such beads might make their very bujf9*s laugh ; 
His daughter ftarves 5 but * Cleopatra 's frfe. 

Men, overloaded with a large eftate, jt| 

May fpill their treafure in a nice conceit « 
The rich maty be polite; but, oh 1 'tis fad 
To fay you 're curious, when we fwear you ^re nai£^ 
3y your revenue meafure your expencej 
And to yoMT funds and acres join ycmrfenfe.^ 190 

No msm is blefsM by accident or guefs \ 
True ijoifdom is the price of bafpinefs t 
Yet few without long difcipline are fage.; 
And our youtb only lays up fighs for age^ 
But how, my Mufe, canft thou refift Co long 195 

The bright temptation of the Courtly throng. 
Thy moft inviting theme? The court affords 
Much food for fatire ;— it abounds in lords. 

e 2 ^* What 

* A famous ftatue. 
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*' What lords are thofc fainting with a grin ?" 

One is juft out, and one as lately i», too' 

" How comes it then to pafs we fee prefide 

** On both their brows an equal (hare of pride ^" 

Bride, that impartial paifion, reigns through all. 

Attends our glory, nor deferts our fall. 

As in its home it triumphs in bigb place^ 205 

And frowns a haughty exile in difgrace. 

Some lords it bids admire their wands fo white. 

Which bloom, like Aaron's, to their ravifliM fight s 

Some lords it bids refign ; and turns their wands. 

Like Mofes', into ferpents in their hands. sio 

Thefe fipk, as divers, for renown j and boaft. 

With pride in'vertedy of their honours loft. 

But againft reafon fure 'tis equal fin. 

The boail of merely being out, or in. 

What numbers here, through odd ambition, ftrive a 1 5 
To {t^m the moft tranfported things alive ? 
As if hy joy, defert was underftood : 
And all the fortunate were ijuife and good. 
Hence aching bofoms wear a vifagc gay, 
And ftifled gioans frequent the ball and play. 220 

Completely dreft by * Monteuil and grimace. 
They take their birth-^day fuit and public face : 
TWr fmiles are only part of what they wear. 
Put off at night, with Lady B— -'s hair. 
What bodily fatigue is half fo bad ? .1x51 

With anxious carje thpy labour to heglad^ . . 

What 
* A famous taylor. 
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tVhat numbers, bere, \v^ould into fame advance, 
Confcious of merit, in tlie coxcomb's dance ( 
The tavern! park! affembly! n^alk! and play! 
Thofe dear deftroyers of the tedious day ! 13 o 

That wheel of fops ! that faimter of the town \ 
Call it di^verjiotty and ^e pill goes down. 
Fools grin on fools, and, _^o/f -like, fupport. 
Without one figh, the pleafures of a court. 
Courts can give nothing, to the 'wife and good^ 235 
But fcom of pomp, and love of folitude. 
High ftations tumult, but not blifs, create : 
None think the Great unhappy, but the Great : 
Fools gaze, and envy ; envy darts a fting. 
Which makes a fwam as wretched as a king. 240 

I envy none their pageantiy and fliow j 
I envy none the gilding of their woe. 
Give me, indulgent Gods ! with mind ferencT, 
And guiltlefs heart, to range the fylvan fcene ; 
Ko^fplendid poverty, no fmiling care, 24.5 

No well-bred hate, or feiTile grandei^r, there i 
There pleafmg objects ufeful thoughts fuggeft ; 
The fenfe is ravilh'd, and the foul is bleft ; 
On every thorn delightful wifdom grows 5 
la Icvery rill a fweet inftru6lion flows. 250 

But fome, untaught, o'erhear the whifpering rill. 
In fpite of facred leifure, blockheads ftill : 
Nor (hoots up folly to a nobler bloom 
In her own native foil, the dratving-roont. 

The Squire is proud to fee his courfers ftrain, 255 
Or well-breath'd beagles fwcep along thcplain. 

G 3 Say, 
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Say, dear Hippolytus (whofe drink is ^e. 

Whole erudition is a Chriftmas-tale, 

Whofe iniftrefs is fainted with a finack> 

And friend received with thumps upon the back) 26^ 

When thy fleek gelding nimbly leaps the mound, 

And Ringwood opens on the tainted ground. 

Is that-^i&^ praife f Let Ringwood's fame alone j 

Juft Ringwood leaves each animal his own $ 

Nor envies, when a gypfyj^o* commit, 16$ 

And (hake the clumfy bench with country wit j 

When you the dulleft of dull things have iaid. 

And then aik pardon for thcjejf you made. 

Here breathe, my Mufe ! and then thy talk renew : 
Ten thoufand fools unfung are ftill in view. 270 

Fewer lay-atheifts made by church debates ; 
Fewer great beggars fam'd for large eftates 5 
Ladies, whofe love is conftant as the wind } 
Cits, who prefer a guinea to mankind ; 
Fewer grave loi-ds to Scrope difcreetly bend j "■ ^75 

And fewer Jbocks a ftatefman gives his friend. 

Is there a man of an eternal vein. 
Who lulls the town in njointer with his ftrain. 
At Bath, mfummeTi chants the reigning lafs. 
And fweetly lAjhtftleSj as the ^waters pafs? \a8c) 

Is there a tongue, like Delia's o'er her cup. 
That runs for ages without winding-up ? 
Is there, whom his tenth Epic mounts to fame ? 
Such, and fuch only, might exhauft my theme : 
Nor would thefe heroes of the talk be glad, 185 

For who can ^rite fo fall as men run mad ? 

SATIRE 
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k^Y Mufe, proceed, and reach they deftin'd end j 

▼ JL Though toils and danger the bold ta/k attend. 
'eroes and Gods make other poems fine ; 
lain Satire calls for fenfe'm every line : 
*hen, to what fwarms thy faults I dare expofe ! 5 

Jl friends to *vice 2nd folly are thy foes. 
Then fucb the foe, a war eternal wage ; 
ris moft ill-nature to reprefs thy rage i 
tnd if thefe (brains fome nobler Mufe excite, 
'11 glory in the vcrfe I did not write. 10 

So weak are human-kind by nature made, 
r to fuch weaknefs by their vice betrayed. 
Jmighty 'vanity ! to thee they owe 
*heir zeft of pleaiure , and their balm of woe, 
'hou, like the fun, all colours doft contain, 1 5 

arying, like rays of light, on drops of rain, 
or every foul finds reafons to be proud, 
*hough hifs'd and hooted by the pointing crowd. 

Warm in purfuit of foxes and renown, 

Hippolytus demands ^tjylfvan crown j 20 

lut Florio's fame, the produ6t of a (hower, 
rrows in his garden, an illuftrious flower 1 
Vhy teems the earth ? Why melt the vernal fkies ? 
iThy ihines the fun ? To make f Paul Diack rife. 

G 4 From 

This refers to the firft Satire, f The name of a tulip. 
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From mom to night has Florio gazing ftood, 15 

And wonderM how the gods could be fo good ; 
What (hapiB I What hue ! Was ever nymph fii fair ? 
He doats ! he dies ! he too is rooted there-. 
O folid .blifs 1 which nothing can deftroy^ 
Except a cat, bird, fnail, or idle boy. 31 

In fame^s full bloom lies Florio down at nighty 
And wakes next day a mod inglorious wight \. 
The tulip's dead ! See thy fair fitter's fate, 
O C — — - \ and be kind ere 'tis too late. 

Nor are thofe enemies I mentioned, all j. ^ 

Beware, O Florift, thy ambition's fall. 
A friend of mine indulg'd this noble flame ; 
A Quaker ferv'd him, Adam was his name 5. 
^o one lov'd tulip oft the mailer went. 
Hung o'er it, and whole days in rapture fpentf. ^ 
But came, and mift it one ill-fated hour : 
He rag'd ! he roar'd ! " What damon cropt my flower ?" 
Serene, quotH Adam, " l.Qi \ 'twas cruftit By me j 
<♦ Fall'n is the Baal to which thou bow'dft thy knee." 
But all ihtn want amufement ; and what crime 4 
In fuch a paradife to fool their time ? 
None : but why proud of this ? To fame they foar 5, 
We grant they ''re tdlcy if they '11 alk no more. 

We fmile at Florifts, we defpife their joy. 
And think -their hearts enamour'd of a toy t 5 

But aie thofe wifer whom we moft admire, 
Survey with envy, and purfue with fire ? 
What 's he who fighs for wealth, or fame, or power ? 
Another Florio doating on a flower ! 
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liv'd flower ; and which has often ipning 55* 

xlid arts, as Florib's out of dung. 

what, O Codnls ! is thy fancy finit ? 

uer of learnings and the bloom of wit. 

idy fhelvesr widi drimfon binc^gs glow, 

i£^etus is a pferfeft beau. to 

for thee, bound up in crimibn too, 

id, like them, devoted to the view!' 

aks zrtfumifure, Methinks 'tis hard 

ence ihould be purchased by the yard \ 

infon, tum'd upholfterer, fend home- 65: 

led leather \ofit up thy room. 

t to Ibme peculiar end defig^'d, 

the fptcious trifling of the mind; 
beft a fecondary aim, 

for jport alone, and nbt for game* TD- 

jre thiey \*ho the mere volume prize,.- 
; the thicket where the quarry lies, 
iiying books Lorenzo long Was bent, 
nd at length that it rcdac'd his rent ; 
ns were flown ; when, lo ! a fale comes on, 75- 
e colleftion ! what is to be done ? 

his lafl ; for he the whole will buy; 
'n his houfe ; nay, wants whereon to lie :* 

the generous ardour of the man 
nans,- Greeks, and Orientals ran. So 

srms wece drawn, and brought him by the clerk, 
) fign'd the bargain— with his mark, 
led men of books aifume the care, 
ach& axe the guajsdians of the flur; 

;. Not 
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ut& may be pnisM, good-nature is ador'd ; 1x5 
Q draw your nvit as feldom as yoxirjhvord^ 
never on the tveak j or you '11 appear 
here no hero, no great genius bere^ 
n fmooth oil the razor beft is whet, 
vit is by politenefs iharpeft fet : 12a 

ir want of edge ^m their offence is fecn ^ 
I pain us leafl when exquidtely keen* 
fame men give is for they^ they findj 
is thejefteTf when the joke 's unkind, 
nee Marcus, doubtlefs, thinks himfelf a wit^ 125 
say my compliment, what place To fit \ 
moft facetious * letters came to hand, 
ich my Firft Satire fwcetly reprimand 1 
lat ^jufi offence to Marcus gave, 
Marcus, which art thou, a Foolj or Knave? 1^0 
all but fuch with, caution I forebore ; 
t thou wail either, I ne'er knew before : 
ow thee now, both ivbat thou art, and njobo^ 
naik fo good, but Marcus muft ihine through s 
: names are vain, thy lines their author tell $ ' x^ 
befl concealment had been writing mfelh 
thou a brave neglefl oHfame haft ihown, 
others' fame, great genius ! and thy own^ 
te on unheeded \ and this maxim know, 
man who pardons^ difappoints iiis foe. 149 

L malice to proud <wits, fome proudly luU 
ir peevijb reafon j vain of being dull | 

Whea 

* Letters fent to iht author, iigned Marcus* 



j\nd difinherit Tons that ai 
Thefe, when their utmoft n 
Moft barbaroufly tell you— 
Poor negroes^ thusy to ihew 
To cacodemons, fay,- they 

Lampridius, from the hot 
Sighs o'er one-<hild } but tri 
How juft his grUf! one can*. 
A lefs proportion of the fathi 
And is in danger, without fp 
3?o rife above a jjiftice of the 
The dungbill-breed of men a < 
And feel a pailion for a grain 
Some ftupid, plodding, mone 
Who wins their hearts by kn< 
y^YkO with much pains, exerti 
Can range aright his (hillings 

The booby father cravi^ - 
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nature has dcny'd, fools will purfue : 

es arc ever walking upon ttvo. 

fliiSy a grateful fage, our awe and (port ! 175 

rts grave forms ; for forms the fege fupport. 

ms ; and cries, with an important air, 

'onder clouds withdraw, it will be fair :** 

quotes the Stagjrrite, to prove it true j 

dds, " The leam'd delight in fomething »«<;." i Zo 

ot enough the blockhead fcarce can read, 

uft he loifefy look, and gravely plead ? 

r z/ormalift from nmfdom fits, 

Iging eyes, as libertines from ow//. 

^e fubtle wights (fo blind are mortal men, 185 

5b Satire couch them with her keeneft pen) 

^er will hang out a folenm face. 

It off nortfenfe with a better grace : 

dlars with fome hero's head make bold, 

ious mark ! where fins are to be fold. 199 

'8 the bent brow, or neck in thought reclined ? 
^odfs wifdom to conceal the mind, 
n of ienie can art^e dilHain ; 
en of werith may venture to go pUan \ 
yt this truth eternal ne^er forgot, 295 

nty *s a cover fx>r z.fit, 

atntfodf "when I behold the/h'^m^ 

is the wife fnan'*s intereft to be feen. 

ice, CheAeffield, diat opemiefs of heart, 

juft difdain for that poor mMc art j 100 

: (manly praiie !) that manner nobly finee, 

h siH adigBiiea and I commend, in thee. 

Witk 
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remeafures, brought from France, he wheels, 

iumphs, confcious of his learned heels, 

ave I fecn, on fome bright fummer's day, " 235 

of genius, debonnair and gay, 

on the bank, as if infpirM by fame, 

f the pretty feUotu in the ftream. / 

ofe is funk with fhame, whene'er furpris'd 

n clean, or peruke undlfguis'd. 140 

lunary chance his veftments fear ; 

» like leopards, as UtifAv/pots appear. 

d furtout he wears, which once was blue, 

s foot fwims in a capacious fhoe ; 

y his wife (for who can wives reclaim ?) 245 

her barbarous needle at his fame : 
sn force was vain 5 by night (he went, 
rhile he flept, furpris'd the darling rent : 
yawn'd the frieze is now become a doubt 5 

glory, at one entrance, quite (hut out *," %$o 
roms Florello, and Florello him j 
ites the Jilt by creature 5 that, the prim : 
in each other, both thefe fools defpife 
rwn dear felves, with undifceming eyes i 
aethods various, but alike their aim ; 255 

ven and ihefopling are the (ame. 
higs and tories 1 thus it fares with you, 
)arty-rage too warmly you purfue j 
*oth club nonfenfe, and impetuous pride, 
ly joins whom fentiments divide. 260 

It your fpleen, as monkeys, when they pafs, 
at the mimic monkey in the glafs s 

• Milton. While 
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I'll conjure thus foir 

THOU myfelf ! a 
And, like ill huibai 
Thou too art wounc 
And Love of Fame 
And what wife mea 
Know, fame zndfot 
Is thy ambition fwci 
Thou unambitious f 
While I a moment i 

1 'm nearer death in 
"What then is to be < 
A fool at forty is a 

And what fo fool 

How vain the prize ! 

Fpr what are men s 

But bubbles on the r 
nni,««. ^r« »~j r»ii 
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SATIRE III. 

T O 

HE RIGHT HON. MR. DODINGTON. 

ONG, Dodington, in debt, I long have fought 
' To eafe the burthen of my grateful thought | 
d now a poet's gratitude you fee 5 
int him tivo favours, and he '11 afk for three : 
whofe the prefent glory, or the gain ? 5 

J give prote£lion, I a worthlefs ftrain. 
1 love and feel the poet's facred flame, 
d know the bafis of a folid fame ; ^ 
}ugh prone to like, yet cautious to commend, 
I read with all the malice of 2. friend \ i« 

• favour my attempts that way alone, 
, more to raife my verfe, conceal your own. 
Ln ill-tim'd modefty ! turn ages o'er, 
en wanted Britain bright examples more ? 
learnings and her genius too, decays, 1 5 

1 dark and cold are her declining days } 
if men now were of another caft, 
y meanly live on aMs of ages paft. 

I ftill are men} and they who boldly dare, 

II triumph o'er the fons of cold defpair; ao 
if they fail, they juftly ftill take place 

fuch who run in debt for tlieir difgrace \ 

OL. I. H Who 



^8 YOUNG'S POEMS. 

Who bon'ow much, then fairly make it known. 
And damn it with impro'vements of their own. 
We bring fome new materials, and what 's old 25 
New call with care, and in no borro'w'd mould; 
Late times the verfe may read, if thefe refufe 5 
And from four critics vindicate the Mufe. 
" Your work is long," the critics cry. 'Tis-true, 
And lengthens ftill, to take in fools like you : .30 

Shorten my labour, if its length you blame 5 
For, grow but wife, you rob me of my game; 
As hunted bags^ who, while the dogs purfue. 
Renounce their four legs, and ftart up on two. 

Like the bold bird upon the banks of Nile, 55 

That picks the teeth of the dire crocodile. 
Will I enjoy (dread feaft !) the critic's rage. 
And with the fell deftroyer feed my page. 
For what ambitious fools are more to blame, 
Than thofe who thunder in the critic's name ? 40 

Good authors damnM, have their revenge in this, 
To fee what wretches gain the praife they mifs. 

Balbutius, muffled in his fable cloak, ^ 

Like an old Druid from his hollow oak. 
As ravens foiemn, and as hodtng, cries, 45 

*' Ten thoufand worlds for the three unities !" 
Ye doftors fage, who through Pamaifus teachy 
Or quit the tub, or praftife what you preach. 

One judges as the <weatber diftates j right 
The poem is at noon, and wrong at night: ^50 

Another judges by a furer gage. 
An author's principles, or parentage \ , 
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Since his great anceftors in Flanders fell, 

The poem doubtlefs muft be written wejl. 

Another judges by the writer's look ; 55 

Another judges, for he bought the book ; 

Some judge, their knack of judging ruurong to keep ; 

Some judge, becaufe it is too foon tojleep. 

Thus all will judge, and v/ith one fingle aim, 
To gpin themfelves, not give the writer, fame, 60 
The very beft ambitioujly advife, 
Half to ferve you, and half to pafs for wife. 

Critics on verfe, zs/quibs on triumphs wait. 
Proclaim the glory, and augment the ftate; 
Hot, envious, noify, proud, the fcribbling fry 65 

Bum, hifs, and bounce, wafte paper, ftink, and die. 
Rail on, my friends ! what more my verfe can crown 
Than Compton's fmile, and your obliging frown? 

Not all on books their criticifm wafte: 
The genius of a dijb fome juftly tafte, 70 

And eat their way to fame ; with anxious thought 
The/a/mon is refusM, the turbot brught. 
Impatient art rebukes the fun's delay. 
And bids December yield the fmits of May 5 
Their various cares in one great point combine 75 

The bufinefs of their lives, that is— /o dine. 
Half of their precious day they give the feajf ; 
And to a kind digejiion fpare the reft. 
Apicius, here, the tafter of the town, 
Feeds twice a week, to fettle their renown. So 

Thefe worthies of the palate guard with care 
The facred annals of their bills of fare ; 

H r In 



X neir tront fupplies 'what their 
They know a thoufand lords, < 
Cottil is apt to wink upon a pet 
fn>en turned aiuayy with a farai 
And Harvey's eyes, unmerciful 
Have miu-der'd fops, by whom i 
Niger adopts ftray libels 5 wifely 
To covet ihame ftill greater than 
Bathyllus, in the winter of three 
Belies his innocence, and keeps a 
Abfence of mind Brabantio turn 
Learns to mijiake, nor knows his 
Has words and thoughts in nice c 
And takes a memorandum to forg 
Thus vain, not knowing what ad 
yi^n forge the patents that create t 
As love of pleafure into pain b 
So moft grow infamous through 1< 
But whence for praife ran r..-.*- 



LOVE OF FAME, Sat. III. loi 

O fi-uitful Britrcin ! doubtlefs thou waft meant 

A nurfe oi fools i to ftock the continent. 

Though Phoebus and the Nine for ever mow, 115 

Rank folly underneath the fcythe will grow. 

The plenteous harveft calls me forward ftill, 

'Till I furpafs in length my lawyer's bill 5 

A Welfh defcent, which well-paid heralds damn \ 

Or, longer ftill, a Dutchman's epigram. 120 

WTien, cloyM, in fury I throw down my pen. 

In comes a coxcomb, and I write again. 

See Tityrus, with merriment pofleft. 
Is burft with laughter, ere he hears the jeft : 
What need he ftay ? for when the joke is o'er, 125 
His teeth ^ill be no whiter than before. 
Is there of tbefe^ ye fair ! fo great a dearth. 
That you need purchafe monkeys for your mirth ? 

Some, vain of pai/itings, bid the world admire j 
Of Boufes fome ; nay, houfes that they hire : 130 

Some (perfeft wifdom !) of a beauteous ivife 5 
And boaft, like Cordeliers, a fcourge for life. 

Sometimes, through pride, the fexes change their airs ; 
My lord has vapours y and my l^dyjhvears ; 
Then, ftranger ftill ! 6n turning of the wind, 135 

My lord ivears breeches, and my lady 's kind. 

To fhew the ftrength, and infamy of pride, 
By all 'tis follow'd, and by all deny'd. 
What numbers are there, which at once purfue 
Praife, and the glory to contemn it, too ? 14.0 

Vincenna know^ felf -praife betrays to Jhafne, 
And therefore lays a ftratagem for fame \ 

H 3 Make* 



wa: wnatfeniel w)iat 

That he wants algebra> he m 
•* But not a foul to give our . 
*« Ah ! That 's an hit indeed, 
" But who in heat of blood \« 
" I own 'twas wrong, when tl 
** To make that hopelefs, ill-a 
*' All fay, 'twas madnefs ; noi 
<* Sure never fool Co well defer\ 
Could this deceive in others, to 
It ne'er, Vincenna, could deceiv 
Whofe (;ondu£l is a comment to 1 
So clear, the dulleft cannot take t 
Thou on oneJUeve wilt thy re've 
And haunt the court, without a 
Are thefe expedients for renown 
Thy Utile /elf, that I may fcorn 

Be wife, Vincenna, and the cc 
Our fortunes tl^—- 
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gh to keep tnjjo Jboes on Sunday cl^an, 
dafve upon difcreetly, in Sheer-Lane, 
dy ibis thy fortune can afford j 175 

ftarve without ^t favour of my lord, 
'rue, griat fortunes fome great men confer : 
tften, even in doing right, they err : 

caprice, not from choice, their favours come ; 

give, but think it toil to know to whom : 180 
man that 's neareft, yaixjning, they advance : 
inhumanity to blefs by chance. . 
pri/ fues, and greatnefs is fo loth 
reak its downy trance, I pity both, 
rant at court. Philander, at his need, 185 

inks to his lovely wife) finds friends indeed, 
very charm and virtue fhe 's pofTefl : 
rider ! thou art exquifitely bleftj 
public envy ! now then, 'tis allowed, 
man is found, who may be jufily proud : 1 90 

fee ! how fickly is ambition's tafle ! 
»ition feeds on trafh, and loaths a feafl; 
lo ! Pliilander, of reproach afraid, 
cret loves his wife, but keeps her maid, 
me nymphs fell reputation; others buy; 195 

love a market where the rates run high : 
in mufic 's fweet, becaufe 'tis dear 5 
r ^vanity is tickled, not their ear : 
r taftes would lefTen, if the prices fell, 
Shakefpeare's wretched fluff do quite as well ; ico 
y the difinchanted fair would throng, 
oivn, that Englifh is their mother tongue. 

H4 T9 
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To fhew how much our northern taftes refine. 
Imported nymphs our peerefles outihine j 
While tradefmen ftarve, thefe Philomels are gay j 205 
For generous lords had rather give than pa^ 

Behold the mafquerade^s fanta^ic fcene ! 
The Legiflature join'd with Drury-Lane ! 
When Britain calls, th' erabroider'd patriots run. 
And ferve their country — if the dance is done. no 

** Are we not then allow'd to be polite ?" 
Yes, doubtlefs \ but firft fet your notions right. 
Worthy of politenefs is the needful ground ; 
Where that is wanting, this can ne'er be found. 
Triflers not ev'n in trifles can excel 5 215 

^Tisfolid bodies only polijb well. 

Great, chofen prophet ! for thefe latter days. 
To turn a willing world from righteous ways 1 
Well, Heydegger, doft thou thy mafter ferve j 
Weil has he feen his fer*vant fliould not ftarve, aio 
Thou to his name haft fplendid temples raised 5 
In various forms of ixjor/bip feen him prais'd. 
Gaudy devotion, like a Roman, ftiown, 
And fung fweet anthems in a tongue unknoivn. 
Inferior offerings to thy god of vice 225 

Are duly paid, in fiddles, cards, and dice ; 
Thy facrifice fupreme, an hundred maids ! 
That folemn rite of midnight mafquerades ! 
If maids the quite exhaufted town denies. 
An hundred head of cuckolds may fuffice. 230 

Thou fmil'ft, well pleas'd with the concerted land. 
To fee ^t fifty churches at a ftand. 

And 
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t thy minifter may never fail, 

t thy hand has planted ftill prevail> 

r prophets a fucceflion fure 135. 

pagation of thy zeal fecure. 

•mmons, peers, and miniilers of ftate, 

n council met, and deep debate ! 

•odlike enterprize is taking birth ? 

onder opens on th** expe6ling earth ? 240 

le I with loud applaiife the council rings! 

the fate of tvbores znd fiddle-Jfringj ! 

gh bold thefe truths, thou, Mufe, with truths 

like thefe, 
ne offend, whom 'tis a praife to pleafe : 
rs flatter to be flattered, thou, 245 

k tribunals, bend an awful brow, 
rible it were to common-fenfe, 
e a Satire, which gave none offence ! 
ace from life I take the draughts you fee, 
diflike them, do they cenfure me? 150 

'1, and knave, 'tis glorious to offend, 
odlike an attempt the world to mend j 
rid, where lucky throws to blockheads fall, 
know the game, and honeft men pay all. 
hard for real worth to gjain its price I 255 

(hall make his fortune in a trice, 
with pliant, though but (lender, fenfe, 

modelly, and real impudence : 
e knee, fmooth tongue, an eafy grace, 

within, a fmile upon his facej *6o 

A beaui- 
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A beauteous fifter, or convenient wife. 
Are prizes in the lottery of life j 
Genius and Virtue they will foon defeat, 
And lodge you in the bofom of the great. 
To merit, is but to provide a pain 265 

For men's refufing what you ought to gain. 
May, Dodington, this maxim fail in you. 
Whom ray prefaging thoughts already view 
By Walpoic's conduct fir'd, and fricnd(hip graced, 
Still higher in your Prince's favour plac'd 5 270 

And lending, here, thofe awful councils aid, 
"Which you, abroad, with fuch fuccefs obeyed ! 
Bear tbis from one, who holds your friendihip dear 5 
What moft we wifli, with eafe we fancy near. 
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SATIRE IV. 

T O 
IE RIGHT HON. SIR SPENCER COMPTON. 

I O U N D fome fair tree th^ ambitious woodbine 

^ grows, 

id breathes her fweets on the fupporting boughs j 

fweet the 'verfey tV ambitious verfe, ihould be, 

s ! pardon mine) that hopes fupport from thee \ 

lee, Compton, bom o'er fenates to preiide, 5 

leir dignity to raife, their councils guide \ , 

ep to difcem, and widely to furvey, 

id kingdoms fates, without ambition, weigh; 

diftant virtues nice extremes to blend-, 
le Crown's afferter, and the People's friend : if: 

T doft thou fcorn, amid fublimer views, 
> liften to the labours of the Mufe j 
ly fmiles protect her, while thy talents /r^,- 
id 'tis but half thy glory to infpire. 
c'd at a public fame, fo juftly won, 15 

e jealous Chremes is with fpleen undone ; 
remes, for airy penfions of reno^wn, 
votes his fervice to the State and Crown 5 
I fchemes he knows, and, knowing, all improves, 
lough Britain 's thanklefs, fliil ibis patriot loves : 20 

But 
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But patriots differ ; fomc may ihed their blood. 
He drinks liis coffee, for the public good j 
Confults the facred fteam, and there forefees 
What ftorms, or fun-fhine. Providence decrees 5 
Knows, for each day, the ^weather of our fate 5 25 
A Quidnunc is an almanack of State. 

You fmile, and think tbis ftatefman void of ufe ; 
Why may not time his fecret worth produce ? 
Since apes can roaft the choice Caftanian Nut, 
Since Jfeeds of genius are expert atPw/j 3* 

Since half the Senate " Not content" can fay, 
Gee/e nations fave, and puppies plots betray. 

What makes bim model realms, and counfel kings ? 
An incapacity for fmaller things : 
Poor Chremes can't condu6l his oivn efiate, 35 

And thence has undertaken Europe's fate. 

Gehenno leaves the realm to Chremes' ikill, 
And boldly claims a province higher ftill : 
To raife a name, th' ambitious boy has got. 
At once, a Bible, and 2i /boulder -knot ; 40 

Deep in the fecret, he looks through the whole. 
And pities the dull rogue thaty^i;^j his/hul'. 
To talk with reverence you muft take good heed. 
Nor (hock his tender reafon with the Creed : 
Howe'er well-bred, in public he complies, 45 

Obliging friends alone with blafpbemies. 

Peerage is poifon, good eftates are bad 
For this difeafe j poor rogues run feldom mad. 
Have not ^//^z/W^r/ brought unhop'd relief, 
AnA falling flocks quite cur'd an unbelief ? 50 

While 
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the fun Hiines, Blunt talks with wondrous 
force ; 

inder m2.rs /mall beer, and tveak dtfcourfe, 
feful infiruments the weather fhow, 
their mercury is high or low : 
chiefly keeps an Atheift in the dark ; 55 

r argues better than a Clarke : 
: the logic k in his fulfe decay, 
recian he '11 renounce, and learn to pray ; 

C mourns, with an unfeigned zeal, 

Dftate youth, who reafon'd once fo well. 60 

— , who makes merry with the Creed, 

oft thinks he difbelieves indeed \ 

ly thinks fo j to give both their due, 

and he, believe, and tremble too. 
le for glory fuch the boundlefs rage, 65 

liey 're the blackeft/f«»^^J:/ of their age. 
iflus the Tartarian club difclaims 5 

Free-mafon, with fome terror, names ; 
no duty ; nor can en'vy fay, 
s'd, thefe many years, the Church, or Play : 70 
kes no noife in Parliament, 'tis true ; 
ys his debts, and <vifit, when 'tis due 5 
iraQer and glomes are ever clean, 
len, he can out-bow the boiutng dean j 
e eternal on his lip he wears, 75 

equally the wife and worthlefs (hares. 

fatigues, this moft undaunted chief, 

of idlenefs beyond belief, 

Moft 



Axiiu, joinM to two, he fa 
NarcifTus is the glory of hi 
For who does nothing with 

To deck my lift, by nati 
• Such (hining expleti'ves of 1 
Who want, while through b. 
Senfe to be right, and paj/ion 

To counterpoife this hero 
-Some for renown 2xtjingular 
"What other men diflike, is ft 
Of all mankind, thefe dear a 
Through pride, not malice, th 
And birth-days are their days 
Arbuthnot is a fool, and F — 
S — ly will fright you, E— 
By nature ftreams run backwa 
Stones mount, and SuiTex is tli 
They take their reft by day^ ai 
And blufti, if you fnm..-*— '' 
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*Xhough wrong the mode, comply ; more feofe is (hewn 

In wearing others" follies, than your oivn, xio 

If what is out of falhion moft you prize, 

^^ethinks you ihould endeavour to be wife. 

Sut what in oddnefs can be more fubiime 

Than Sloane the foremoft toyman of his time ? 

Ks nice ambition lies in curious fancies, 1%^- 

His daughter's portion a rich /bell inhances, 

.And Alhmole's baby-houfe is, in his view, 

Britannia's golden mine, a rich Peru ! 

How his eyes languifli ! how his thoughts adore 

That painted coat, which Jofeph ne'veryrore I no 

He ihews, on holidays, a facred pin. 

That touch'd the ruff, that touch'd Queen Befs's chin. 

** Since that great dearth our chronicles deplore, 
•* Since that great plague that fwept as many more, 
*« Was ever year unbleft as this?'''' he'll cry, 12:^ 

•* It has not brought us one new butterfly T'' 
In times that fuffer fuch leam'd men as tbefef 
Unhappy I— y ! how came jo» to pleafe ? 

Not gaudy butterflies are Lico's game ) 
But, in eie6l, his chace is much the fame : rxjo 

Warm in purfuit, he levees all the great. 
Stanch to the foot of title and eflate : 
Where-e'er their lordjbips go, they never find 
Or Lico, or their Jbadotus, lag behind ; 
He Jits them fure, whcre-e'er their lordjbips nia> 135 
Cioic ^t their elbows, as a morning-dun ; 

As 
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As if their grandeur, by contagion, wrought; 
AxiA fame was like 2ife*very to be caught : 
But after feven years dance, from place to place. 
The * Dane is more familiar with his Grace. 140 

WhoM be a crutch to prop a rotten peer ; 
Or living pendant dangling at his ear. 
For ever whifpering fecrets, which were blown 
For months before, by trumpets, through the town ? 
Who'd be a glafsy with flattering grimace, 14J 

Still to reflefl the temper of his face ; 
Or happy pin to ftick upon his (leeve, 
Ayhen my lord 's gracious, and vouchfafes it leave j 
Or cujbionf when his heavinefs (hall pleafe 
To loll, or thump it, for his better cafe \ 150 

Or a vile butt^ for noon, or night, befpoke. 
When the peer rajbly fwears he '11 club his joke ? 
Who'd ihake with laughter, though he could not find 
His lordihip's jell ; or, if his nofe broke wind. 
For bleflings to the gods profoundly bow, 155 

That can cry, " Chimney fweep," or drive 2i plough? 
With terms like thefe, how mean the tribe that ckfe / 
Scarce meaner they, who terms like thefe impofe. 

But what 's the tribe moft likely to comply ? 
The men of ink, or antient authors lye; 160 

The writing tribe, who ihamelefs auBions hold 
Of praife, by inch of candle to be fold : 
All men they flatter, but themfelves the moft. 
With deathlefs fame, their everlafting boaft : 

For 
* A Danifh dog of the duke of Argyll. 
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3^or fame no cully makes fo much her jeft, 165 

jA.s her old conftant fpark, the bard profeft. 

«< Boyle ihines in council, Mordaunt in the fight, 

«* Pelham 's magnificent ; but I can write, 

** And what to my great foul like glory dear ?" 

Till fome god whifpers in his tingling ear, 170 

Ti'hatjame 's unwholefbme taken without meat. 

And life is beH fuftainM by what is eat : 

Orown lean^ and ivife, he curfes what he wxit> 

And wifhes all his wants were in his ivit. 

Ah I what avails it, when his dinner 's loft, 175 

That his triumphant name adorns a pqfl P 
Or that his Ihining page (provoking fate!) 
Defends Sirloins, which fons of dulnefs eat ? 

What foe to verfe without corapaflion hears. 
What CY\xt\ profe-man can refrain from tears, t g« 

When the poor Mufe, for lefs than half a crown, 
A proftitute on every bulk in town. 
With other whores undone, though not in print. 
Clubs credit for Geneva in the Mint ? 

Ye bards ! why will you fing, though uninfpir'd? 185 
Ye bards ! why will you flarvey to be admifd? 
DefuttB by Phoebus' laws, beyond redrefs, 
Why will yoMi'fpeSires haunt the frighted prefs ? 
Bad metre, that excrefcence of the head. 
Like hairy will fprout, although the poet ''z dead* 190 

Ail other trades demand^ verfe-makers beg ; 
A dedication is a ivooden leg ; 
A ban-en Labeo, the true mumper'' 5 fa/hion, 
Expofes 'borro'w^d brats to move compaj/ion. 
Vol. I. I Thoiigk 
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Though fuch myfelf, vile bards I difcommend^ 195 

Nay more, though gentle Damon is my friend, 

" I» t then a crime to tyri/^ /*"—!£ talent rare 

Proclaim the god, the crime is to forbear: 

For fome, though few, there are large-minded men, 

Who watch unfeen the labours of the pen 5 200 

Who know the Mufe's worth, and therefore court, 

Their deeds her theme, their bounty her fupport ; 

Who ferve, unajlCdy the haft pretence to wit j 

My fole excufe, alas ! for having writ. 

Argyll true wit is ftudious to reftore ; 205 

And Dorfet fmiles, if Phoebus fmil'd before ; 

Pembroke in years the long-lov'd arts admires, 

And Henrietta like a Mufe infpires. 

But, ah ! not injpiration can obtain 
That fame, which poets languifli for in vain. 110 

How mad their aim, who thirft for glory, ftrivc 
To grafp, what no man can poflefs alive ! 
Fame 's a reijerjion in which men take place 
(O late reverfion !) at their own deceafe. 
This truth fagacious Lintot knows fo well, 215 

H^ftar'ves his authors, that their works m^jfell^ 

l.\atfamei9<wealtbf fantaftic poets cry ^ 
That njoealtb \sfame, another clan reply 5 
Who know no guilt, no fcandal, but in rags^ 
And f'weil in jult proportion to their bags, zto 

Nor only the low-born, deform'd, and old. 
Think glory nothing but the beams of gold \ 
'I he firit young lord, which in the Mall you meet. 
Shall match tiie vrerieft huncks in Lombard-ftreet, 
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:ued candles* ends, who rais'd a f\im, 215 
es, to ]oin z penny to a, plumb, 
?/> mifer ! 'Tis a guilt unknown 
^r times, a fcandal ail our own. 
ent lovers, the true modem band 
tgage Celia to redeem their land. 230 

young, noble, rich, Caftalio dies ; 
t the fair, love fwells into his eyes, 
[onimia, thy fond fears lay down 5 
:an prevail — but half a crotun, 
ries to late times to be convey''d, 235 

he poor he has rel'tei/dy but modes 
ambition his great fathers fir'd, 
irry conquered, and half France expirM : 
a flave, a pimp, a dog, for gain : 
lU Jberiff for his golden chain, ^41 

> 'd be a flave ?" the gallant Colonel cries, 
^e of glory fparkles from his eyes : 
lefs fame he loudly pleads his right— 
; title — for he will not fight : 
zv% 'Valour f all divines have grace^ 245 

i of honour beauty — ^by their place : 
n indulging on the laft campaign, 
tenns climb o'er the hills of flain ; 
die foes he flew, at each vain word, 
•e'venge, and half ab/olves his fword. 253 

/}i/:g more than of a bomb afraid, 
fliould be modeft as a maid: 
a bubble the referv'd enjoy ; 
re to giafp it, as they touch, dejfrny : 

I z *Tw 



^..^.Muunus my reader, and 
Such is the Prince's worth, 
The Roman would not blufi 
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S A T I R E V. 

O N 

WOMEN. 

** O faireft of creation ! laft and beft 

« Of all God's works ! Creature in whom excelled, 

" Whatever can to fight, or thought, be form'd 

*' Holy, divine, good, amiable, or (weet ! 

" How art thou loftl" — Milton. 

NOR reigns ambition in bold mAn alone ^ 
Soh female hearts the rude invader own : 
But there, indeed, it deals in nicer things. 
Than routing armies, and dethroning kings : 
Attend, and you difcem it in the fair 5 

Conduct a finger, or reclaim a kair j 
Or roll the lucid orbit of an eye j 
Or, in full joy, elaborate ^figb. 

The fex we honour, though their faults we blame; 
Nay, thank their faults for fuch 3. fruitful thcmt : 10 

A theme, fair ! doubly kind to me. 

Since fatirizing tkofe is praifing tbee ; 

Who wouldft not beai', too raodeftly refin'd, 

A panegyric of a grofler kind. 

Britannia's daughters, much more /ii/r than »/V^, 15 
Too fond of admiration, lofe their price j 

J 3 Wor.i 



Wells, Bedlams, Executions, Si 
And Fortune-tellers Caves, and 
Taverns, Exchanges, Bridewells 
Inftallments, Pillories, Coronatic 
Tumblers, and Funerals, Puppet 
Sales, Races, Rabbets, (and, ftil 
Clarinda's bofom burns, but bi 
And Love lies vanquifh'd in a noi 
Warm gleams of hope Ihe, notu, 
Like April funs, dives into cloud 
With all her .ullre, noiv, her lov( 
irbe», out of oftentatioriy hides hei 
'Tis, next, her picafiire fweetly t( 
And to be taken vsrith a ludden pa; 
Then, (he ftarts up, all ecftafy an« 
And is, fweet foul ! juft as fmcere 
O how ihe rolls her charming eyes 
And looks delightfully with all he 
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As the. pfalms and chapters for the day, 

[Cleopatra, or the laft new play. 

jloomy Zara, with a folemn grace, 

;s mankind, and b:des behind her^^f^, 50 

far beneath her in reno^wn, is fhe, 

brough good-breeding is ill company j 

manners will not let her larum ceafe, 

[links you are unhappy ^ when at peace ; 

I you nenus^ who racks her fubtle head, 55 
)ws — " that her great-grandfather is dead." 
:arth of words a ijuoman need not fear j 

i a tafk indeed to learn — to hear : ' 

the fkill of converfation lies j 
enfjSf or makesy you both polite and wife. 6q 
ippe cries, '* Let nymphs who nought can fay 
)ft in filence, and refign the day ; 

let the guilty wife her guilt confefs, 
ame behaviour, and a foft addrefs !" 
jh virtue, Jhe refufes to comply 65 

II the di6lates of humanity j 

jh wifdom, Jhe refufes to fubmit 

iom's rules, and ra^ves to prove her -xu//} 

her unblemifhM honour to maintain, 

her huiband's kindnefs with difdain: 70 

by chance, an ill-adapted word 

rom the lip of her unwary lord, 

ling china, in a whirlwind fent, 

mates the lady's difcontent. 

\ may indeed excite the meekeft dame j 75 

n Xantippe, fcoming borroiu'd flame, 

I 4 Can 



^ ^^,**ia ner eternal 
Is 't not enough plagues, wars, 
To lafh our crimes, but muft ou 
Famine, plague, war, and an u 
• Of guilt-avenging ills, to man b. 
What black, what ceafelefs cares 1 
What ftrokes we feel from fancy. 
If fate forbears us, fancy ftrikes t 
We make misfortune ; fuicides in > 
Superfluous aid ! unneceflary flnll 
Is nature backward to torment, or 
How oft the noon, how oft the mid 
(That iron tongue of death !) witl 
On Folly s errands as we vainly roa 
Knocks at our hearts, and finds our t 
Men drop fo faft, ere life's mid fta 
Few know fo many friends alive. 
Yet, as immortal, in our up-hill cl 
We prefs coy Fortune witin ^.^i- ' 
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A tender fmilc, our forrows' only balm, 
And, in life's tempcft, the fad failor's calm. 

How have I feen a gentle nymph draw nigh> 
Peace in her air, perfuafion in her eye; ii» 

Viftorious tendernefs \ it all overcame, 
Hujbands look'd mild, TcsAfa^vages grew tame. 

The SyUvan race our a6live nymphs purfue ; 
Man is not all the game they have in view : 
In woods and fields their glory they complete 5 115" 

There Mafter Betty leaps a five-barr'd gate 5 
While fair Mifs Charles to toilets is confin'd. 
Nor ralhly tempts the barbarous fun and wind. 
Sbme nymphs afFeft a more heroic breed, 
And volt from hunters to the managdfteed\ 120 

Command his prancings with a martial air. 
And Fobert has the forming of the fair. 

More than one fteed muft Delia's empire feel. 
Who fits triumphant o'er the flying *voheel 5 
And as (he guides it through th' admiring throng, 115 
With what an air fhe fmacks ihtjilken thong ! 
Graceful as John, fhe moderates the reins, 
And whifUes fweet her diuretic ftrains v 
Sefoftris like, fuch charioteers as tkefe 
May di'ive fix harnefs'd monarchs, if they pleafe : 1 30 
They drirue, roiv, run, with love of glory fmit. 
Leapt fnjjim, Jhoot flying, and pronounce on <a'i/. 

O'er the Belle-lettres lovely Daphne reigns \ 
Again the god Apollo wears her chains : 
With legs tofs'd high, on her fophee fhe fits, 135 

Vouchfafing audience to contending wits : 

Of 
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Of each performance fhe 's the final ted i 

One a£l read o'er, ihe prophefies the reft j 

And then, pronouncing with decifive air. 

Fully convinces all the town— 3/^^ ^sfair, 1^ 

Had lovely Daphne Hecatefla's face, 

How would her elegance of tafte decreafe ! 

Some ladies' judgment in xhtir features lies. 

And all their genius fparkles from their eyes. 

But hold, ihe cries, lampooner ! have a care j 145 
Muft I want common fenie, becaufe I 'm fail* I 
O no : fee Stella j her eyes fhine as bright. 
As if her tongue was never in the right j 
And yet what real learning, judgment, fire I 
She fecms infpir'd, and can herfelf infpire: 150 

How then (if malice nilM not all the fair) 
Could Daphne publiih, and could fhe forbear? 
We grant that beauty is no bar to fenfe. 
Nor is 't a fan£lion for impertinence. 

Sempronia lik'd her man ; and well fhe might; 155 
The youth in perfon, and in parts, was bright; 
Poffefs'd of every virtue, grace, and art. 
That claims juft empire o'er the female heart : 
He met her paflion, all her fighs returned. 
And, in full rage of youthful ardour, bum'd: 160 
Large his pofTeflions, and beyond her own 5 
Their blifs the theme and envy of the town : 
The day was fix'd, when, with one acre more. 
In ftepp'd deform'd, debauched, difeas'd, three/core. 
The fatal fequel I, through fhame, forbear : 165 

Of pride and advance who can cure the fair ? 

Man's 
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Man 's rich with little, were Me judrrmcnt tmej 
Nature is frugal, and her waatji are few; 
Thole few wants anfwer^d, bring fincere delights; 
Bat fools create thcmftlves new appetites : 170 

Fancy and pride feek things at vaft expence. 
Which rclifii not to rccifin^ nor to fenfe. 
When furfet, or unthankfulnep, deirop. 
In natures narrow fphere, our foiid joys. 
In fancy's airy land of noife and ibow, 15^5 

Where nought but dreams, no real pleaiures grow; 
Like cats in air-pumps^ to fubfift we firivc 
On joys too thin to keep the foul alive. 
Lemira *8 fick ; make hafle ; the do^or call : 
He comes; but where 's his patient? At the ball. \%o 
The do6lor fibres j her woman curt*fies low. 
And cries, ** My Lady, Sir, is always fo : 
" Diverfions put her maladies to flight ; 
" True, Ihe czxCtfland, but fhe can ii£aice all night : 
" I Ve known my Lady (for ihe loves a tune) 185 
" Fbr fevers take an opera in June : 
" And, though perhaps you '11 think the prafticc bold^ 
" A midnight Park is fovereign for a cold: 
'« With colics^ breakfafts of green fruit agree; 
'* With mdigeftions, fupper juft at three." 19a 

A. ftrange alternative, replies Sir Hans, 
Muft women have a doSioVy or a dance? 
Though fick to death, abroad they fafelyj 
But droop and die, in perfefl health, aii 
?ov want — but not of health, are ladiet \ 
^d tickets cure beyond the dolor's biU 




•'^<'>aJlaJo„e"£r^''J 
" Than be th,! "'^''^'^J 

Goes, w2.K^i^'' ""■^•'^^ 
OtAers, with' . "^ '"^ 

^'■^e a dove's nei^T'^'' 'S-' 
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deck the female cheek, HE only knows, %2$ 

lo paints lefs fair the liiy and the rofe. 
low gay tbej fmile ! Such blefiings nature pours, 
rftock'd mankind enjoy but half her ftores : 
liftant wilds, by human eyes unfeen, 
rears her flowers, and fpreads her velvet green : 43© 
e gurgling rills the lonely defart trace^ 
d nuafie their raufic on the favage race« 
lature then a niggard of her blifs ? 
>ine we guiltlefs in a world like this ? 
t: our lewd taftes her lawful charms refufe, . 235 
d painted arfs deprav'd allurements chufe. 
h Fulvia's paflion for the town 5 frefli air 
n odd efFe£l !) gives vapours to the fair; 
;en fields, and (hady groves, and cryftal fprings, 
d larks, and nightingales, are odious things ; 240 
t fmoke, and duft, and noife, and crowds, deligh^j 
id to be prefs'd to death, tranfports her quite : 
bere filver rivulets play through flowery meads, 
id 'woodbines give their fweets, and limes their fhades^ 
ick kennels* abfent odours (he regrets, »4j; 

id ftops her nofe at beds of violets. 
[s ftormy life preferred to the ferwie ? 
is the, public to the private fcene ? 
f/W, we tread a fmooth and open way ; 
trough briars and brambles in the ijoorld we ftray 5 2 5^ 
f oppofition, and perplexed debate, 
id thorny care, and rank zn^ flinging hate, 
hich choak ourpaflage, our career controul, 
id wound ther^rmeft temper of our foul. 

O facretl 
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O facred folitude ! divine ^jetreat ! »55 

Choice of the Prudent ! envy of the Great ! 

By thy pure ftream, or in thy waving (hade. 

We court fair Wifdom, that celeftial maid : 

The genuine offspring of her lovM embrace, 

(Strangers on earth!) are innocence and peace: %6o 

Tberey from the ways of men laid fafe alhore. 

We fmile to hear the diftant tempeft roar 5 

^There, blefsM with health, with bufmefs unperplex'd, 

This life we relifli, and enfure the nexj ; 

There too the Mufes fportj thefe numbers free, 265 

Pierian Eaftbury I I owe to thee. 

There fport the Mufes j but not there alone : 
Their facred force Amelia feels in town. 
Nought but a genius can a genius fit; 
A wit herfelf, Amelia weds a wit : 270 

Both wits ! though mii-acles are faid to ceafe. 
Three days, three wondrous days ! they liv'd in peace; 
With the fouith fun a warm difpute arofe. 
On Durfey's poefy, and Bunyan's profe : 
The learned war both wage with equal force, 275 

And the fifth mom concluded the divorce, 

Phoebe, though fhe pofleffes nothing lefs. 
Is proud of being rich in happinefs : 
3Laborioufly purfues deluflve toys; 
Content with pains, fince they 're reputed joys, aSo 
With what well-afted tranfport will fhe fay, 
** Well, fure, we were fo h^ippy yeflerday ! 
** And then that charming party for to-morro«w /'* . 
Though, well fhe knows, 'twill languifh into forrow : 

But 
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lares never boaft the prefent Tiour ; 285 

that cheat, it is beyond her power : 
is or our weaknefs, or our curfe, 
■ fuch our crime, which ftill is worfe, 
?nt moment, like a wife, we ihun, 
T enjoy, becaufe it is our onvn, 290 

res are few, and fewer we enjoy 5 
like quickjilver, is brigbf, and coyi 
.' to grafp it with our utmoft (kill, 
udes us, and it glitters ftill : 
It laft, compute your mighty gains j 295 

It, but rank poifon in your veins ? 
Lvia in her glafs an angel fpies, 
fpers in her ear pernicious lyes; 
, while fhe furvcys a facefo fine, 
10 fatiety of charms divine : 3«0 

her lover yawns, all changed appears 
er, and ftie melts (fweet foul !) in tears : 
I and young, laft week, her wifli enjoyed, 
lufement all the night employed j 
ling came, when Strephon, waking, found 505 
ig fight!) his bride in forrow drown'd. 
miracle, fays Strephon, makes, thee weep? 
rbarous man", flie cries, <* how could you— 

ve a mijfre/s, as they love 2ifeafl\ 

eful one to toucb, and one to tafte! 310 

:hcre is a certain time of day, 

our miftrefs, and our meat, away : 

But 



"i?^u **«"us eternal love af / 

The fair philofopherto\r1'^? 
wiiat vain experimpn^c c._, . 
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To turn} flie never took the height 

Of Saturn, yet is ever in the right. 
She (hikes each point with native force of mind, 345 
'While puzzled Learning blunders far behind, 
Oraceful to fight, aifd elegant to thought. 
The great are vanquifliM, and the loife are taught. 
Her breeding finifh'd, and her temper fweet, 
When ferious, eafyj and when gay, difcreet; J50 
In glittering fcenes, o'er her own heart, fevere j 
In crouds, collefted ; and in courts, fincere j 
Sincere, and warm, with zeal well-undei'ftood, 
She takes a noble pride in doing good j 
Yet, not fuperior to her fex's cares, 355 

The mode flie fixes by the gown flie wears ; 
OiJUks and china fhe 's the laft appeal j 
In thefe great points fhe leads the commonweal $ 
And if difputes of empire rife between 
Mechlin the queen of lace, and Colberteen, 360 

'Tis doubt ! 'tis darknefs ! till fufpended fate 
Aifumes her nod, to clofe the grand debate. 
When fuch her mind, why will the fair expcefs 
Their emulation only in their drefs? 

But oh ! the nymph that mounts above the^/>/, 365 
And, gratis, clears religious myfteries, 
Refolv'd the church's welfare to enfure, 
And make her family 2^ fine-cure s 
The theme divine at cards fhe '11 not forget. 
But takes in texts of Scripture zx.picquet\ 37® 

In thofe licentious meetings afts the prude. 
And thanks her Maker that her cards are good. 
Vol; I. K What 



Ifaac, a brother of the cantin. 
When he has Jcnock'd at his owr 
To beauteous Marcia often wiU 

With a dark text, to Jight it at t 
O how h.s pious foul exults to fii 
Such love for bofy men in woman 
Charm'd with her learning, with ^ 
Hangs on her thorn, like an indu 
ttum round about her, and with 
Extraat fweet wifdom from fo fai 
Thej/oung znd gay declining, J 

At nobler game, the «,^A/y and tl 
f7 nature more an eagle than a do 
She impioufly prefers the -worU to 
Can wealth give happinefs? looi 
What gay diftrefs ! what fplendid , 
Whatever fortune laviihjy can pot 
^he mmd annihilates, and calls fo 
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t for one moment^ charms the fickle view; 

ms us nowi anon we cail anew; 

le freih birth oi fancy more inclinMt 405 

<red not acres, but a noble mind. 

iken lovers, who make ixjortb their care, 

link accomplifliments will win the fair : 

/r, 'tis true, by genius ihould be won, 

vers unfold their beauties to ihtfuu 5 41a 

;t in female fcales a fop out-weighs, 

it mull wear the ijiUotv and the bays. 

t fhines fo bright in vain Liberia's eye 

:, impudence, and perfidy 5 

uth of fire, that has drunk deep, and play'd, 41 5 

iird his man, and triumphed o'er his maid ; 

n, as yet unhang'd, flie fpreads her charms, 

es the dear deftroyer to her arms j 

mply gives (though treated long amifs) 

an ofjnerit his revenge in this. 420 

refent, and wiih a 'woman ill, 
rn her o'er one moment to her nviU, 

languid lady next appears in ftate, 
vas not born to carry her own weight; 
Js, reels, daggers, till fome foreign aid 425 
: own ftature lifts the feeble maid. 

if ordain'd to iofe'vere a doom, 
y juft ftages, journeys round the room : 
mowing her own weaknefs, ihe deipairs 
lie the Alps — that is, afcend the flairs, 430 

1 ! let others fay, who laugh at toil ; 
hood I glove ! fcarf ! is her laconic ftile ; 

K z And 
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And help ! oh help ! her fp: 
One hand fcarce lifts the otl 
If, there, a ftubbom pin it l 
She pants ! (he finks away ! 
Let the robuft and the gigant 
Life is not worth fo much, fh 
But chew (he muft herfelf j al 
That Rofalinda can't by prox, 

An antidote in female capri« 
(Kind heaven !) againft the/o 

Thaleftris triumphs in a ma: 
Loud is her accent, and her ph 
In fair and oj^en dealing where 
What nature' dares to gi've, (he 
This bonefl felloiu is fincere an< 
And juftly gives the jealous -huj 
(Vain is the ta(k to petticoats a 
If wanton language (hews a na 
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But though the volley rattles in your ear. 

Believe her drefs^ flie ''s not a grenadier. . ' 

If thunder 's awful, how much more our dreadi 465 

When Jove deputes a lady in his ftead ? 

A lady ! pardon ray miftaken pen, 

A fliamelefs woman is the worft of men. 

Few to good-breeding make a juft pretence j 
Good-breeding is the blofTom of good-fenfej 470 

The laft refult of an accomplifti'd mind. 
With outward grace, the boifs ^virtue, join'd. 
A violated decency now reigns ; 
And nymphs for failings take peculiar pains. 
With Chinefe painters modern toajfs agree, 475 

The point they aim at is deformity : 
They tbro^w their perfons with a hoyden air 
Acrofs the room, and tofs into the chair. 
So far their commerce with mankind is gone. 
They, for our manners, have exchanged their own. 480 
The modeft look, the caftigated grace. 
The gentle movement, and flow-meafurM pace. 
For which her lovers dy^d, her parents pay^dy 
Are indecorums with the modern maid. 
Stiff forms are bad 5 but let not worfe intrude, 485 
Nor conquer art and nature^ to be rude. 
Modern good -breeding carry to its height. 
And Lady D 's felf will be polite. 

Ye rifmg fair ! ye bloom of Britain's ifle ! 
When high-bom Anna, with a foften'd fmile, 490 
Leads on your train, and fparkles at your head. 
What feems moft hai'd, is, not to be well-bred. 

K 3 Her 



^ „v luiuaxe our aut 

^•greatly wife to know, 

The melancholy news, th 

Autumnal Lyc^ cairfes in 

Memento mori to each pubi 

O how your beating breaft 

Who look6 through fpefta. 

^^'^^^"^^ undertakers ho 

And with his fpade the/^;e 

Intent not on her own, but 

She plans new conquefts, a 

In vain the cock has fumm. 

Shew^ksatnoon, andbia 

Gay rainbow filks her mellc 

And nought of Lyce but be 

Her grizzled locks aflume a 

And art has /^^/V her deep 

Her ftrange demand no mort 
We '11 aflc her i^^>^^. k„. .. 
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and that only, can old age fuflain; 

yet all wiih, nor know diey wifli for faiff. 
imerous are our joys, when life is new|- 525 
early fome are falling of thefnvi 
len we conquer life's meridian ftage, 
ownward tend into the vale of age/ 
irop apace -, by nature fome decay* 
)me the blafts of fortune fweep awayj 53d 

laked quite of happinefs, aloud ^ 
11 for death, 2Xi6.Jbelter in a fhroud. 

's Portia now ? — ^But Portit left behind 
3vely copies of her form and mind, 
heart untouch'd their early grief can view, 535 
lufhing rofe-buds dippM in morning dew ? 
nto fhelter takes their tender bloom, 
}rms their minds to flee from ills to come } 
ind, when tumM adrift, no rules to guidie, 

at the mercy of the wind and tide j 540 

md pajfion tofs it to and fro 5 
le torment, and then quite /zrit in woe. 
uteous orphans, fmce in filent duft 
)eft example lies, my precepts tnift. 
7arms with ills 5 the holdeft are afi;aid \ 545 

: then is fafety for a tender maid? 
or conflidV, round befet with woes, 
xan, whom leaft (he fears, her worft of foes ! 
kind, moft cruel j when obligM the moil, 
aft obliging j and by favours loft. 550 

by nature, tl^v for kindnefs hate 5 
:orn you for tnofe ills tbemfel'ves create. 

K4 I^ 



Ml n Mil uie mmd, like paint uj 
Fright him, that ^s worth youi 

brac4^ 
In Jimple manners all the fecrct 
Be kind and virtuous, you '11 b 
Vain^ru; and noife intoxicate t 
Begin with giddinefsj and end ii 
Affeft not empty fame, and idle 
Which, all thofe wretches I def« 
Your fex's glory 'tis, to fhine un 
Of all applaufe, be fondeft of ^( 
Beware the fever of the mind I tl 
With which, the age is eminently 
To drink of pleafure^ but inflair 
And abftinence alone can quench 
Take pain from life, and terror 
Give peace in hand\ and promife 
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SATIRE VI. 

O N 

WOMEN. 

INSCRIBED TO 

J RightHon. the Lady ELIZABETH GERMAIN, 

■ Interdiim tamen & tollit comoedia vocem." 

HOR. 

S O UG HT a patronefs, biit fought in vain, 
Apollo whifper'd in my ear — " Germain."— 
low her not.—" Your reafon's fomewhat odd j 
Vho Icnows his patron, now ?" reply'd the god. 
4en write, to mey and to the ^worU, unknown ; 5 
Tien fteal great names, to (hield them from the town. 
)ete6led ivorth, like beauty difarrayM, 
^o covert flies, of praife itfelf afraid i 
>hould Jbe refufe to patronize your lays, 
n vengeance write a volume in ber praife • 10 

lor think it hard fo great a length to run 5 
Vhen fuch the theme, 'twill eafily be done." 
Te fair ! to draw your excellence at length, 
:eeds the narrow bounds of human ftrength j 
u, here, in miniature your pi6lure fee ; 15 

r hope from Zincl^ more juftice than from me. 

My 



5>fte decently, in form, pays he 

And makes a civil vifit to her 

Her lifted fan, to give a folen 

Conceals her face, which /^j 

Curt^fies to curtTies, then, wit] 

Not one the fair omits, but at t 

Or if fhe joins the Service, 'tis 

Through drt^dm/lence the per 

Untaught to beat it, woihen tai 

To God himfelf, and fondly th 

'BxxtfwM their accent, and th( 

For they 're before their Maker- 

When ladies once are proud of 

Satan himfelf will toll the pari! 

Acquainted with the w6rld, a 

Dnifa receives her vifitants in be 

But, chafte as ice, this Vefta, t( 

The very blackeft tongue of cah 
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r a modern fair, itiferidian trierit 
;e thfftg, they call a fiympb ofjfitii, 
ell the rollings of hef- flartririg eye j 
iid. oh tiptoe, if you darfe dra^ h%h. %6 

you take a lion by the beard *, 
re defy the fell Hyrcaniart pard, 
m'd rhinoceros, or rough Ruffian bifeaf/* 
keyour ijuill, and then corfverfe with hfer. 
y glories in proftife expence 5 55 

iks diftraSlion is magnificenti, 
;ar her gallant, Wfome delight 5 
Lore fatal ftill, is exquifite j 
: nyniph fuch reafon to be glad ? 
ell two lovers 5 one run mad, ^ 

their honeft execrations pour ; 
rs only fhould deteji her more. 
. is conftant tb her old gallant, 
leroufly fupports him in his want, 
riage is a fetter, is a fnare, 65 

no lady fo polite can bear, 
ithful, flie 's obfervant, and with pains 
?l-brood of hafiards fhe maintains. 
: advantage has the fair to plead, 
of guilty above the marriage-bed. 7a 

a hates a prude, and fcorns feftraint j 
r fhe isy fhe "11 not appear a faint : 
fuperior flies formality j 
ler air, her conduct is fo free. 



Somt 



* Shakcfpcare. 



^L once engaga m prayer and cba 
And tbiSf to do her juftice, mud b 
" Who would not think that Abn 

Some ladies are too beauteous to 
For where 's the man that 's worthy 
If no difeafe reduce her pride befon 
Lavinia will be raviftiM at threefcor 
Then (he fubmits to venture in the • 
And nothing now is wanting — ^but . 

Lucia thinks happinefs confifts ii 
She weds an idiot, but fhe eats in / 

The goods of fortune, whiAi her 
Are but the ground of unmade happi 
The rude material : luifdom add to ; 
Wifdom, the fole artificer of blifs 5 
She from herfelf, if fo compell'd by 
Of thin content can draw the fubtle 1 
But (no deti'a£tion to her facred fki 
If ihe can work in tm/^ vir u««-t— /i 
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fkill fhe vibrates her eternal tongue, 105 

'er moft di'viaely in the ivrovg. 

.cd in nothing (hould a woman be 5 

jil her very ivit with modefiy : 

m di/co*ver, let not her di/play, 

leld her charms of mind with fweet delay« no 

pleafure formed, perverfely fome believe, 
ike themfelves important^ men muft grieve* 

the fair, to fire her jealous lord, 
ds, the fop fhe laughs at, is ador'd« 
n fhe 's proud of fecret innocence 5 115 

ift flie feigns were fcarce a worfe offence, 
a, endow'd with every chann to blefs, 
3 defign, but on her hufband's peace : 
rM her much ; and greatly was he mov'd 
lall inquietudes in her he lov'd. 120 

V charming this !"— The pleafure lafled long 5 
veiy day the fits come thick and flrong : 
t he found the charmer only feign" d\ 
/as diverted when he Jbould be pain'd. 
greater vengeance have the gods in flore ? 115 
edious life, now fhe can plague no more ! 
ies a thoufand arts ; but none fucceed : 
forc'd a fever to procure indeed: 
fhi£lly provM this virtuous, loving ayj/>, 
ifband^s pain was dearer than her life* 1 30 

cious Melania rifes to ray view, 
oever thinks her lover pays his due ; 
prefent, treat, flatter, and adore 5 
ajefhr, to-morrow, calls for more. 

His 



His mirth is an inexpiable Hn : 
For of all rivals that can pain 
There *s one, that wounds far c 
To wreck her quiet, the moft d 
Is if her lover dares enjoy himf 

And this, bccaufe flie *s exqu 
Should I difpute her beauty, ho' 
How would Melania be furpriz' 
She *8 quite deform'd ? And yet 
What *s female beauty, but an ; 
Through which the mind's all-g 
They, like the fun, irradiate all 
The body charms becaufe the fou 
lience, men are often captives of 
They know not why, of no pecu 
Some forms, though bright, no i 
Some, none re/ijf though not exct 

Arpafia ^s highly bom, and nh 
Of taftp rpfinM :« i:^- — ^ 
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acy 's fhockM where-e'er Ihe goes j 165 

iture's ItnperfeBions are her nxjois, 

y its favour has the fair diftreft, 

rM fuch bleflings— that ihe can't be blcft. 

^hy fo vain, though blooming in thy fpring ? 

lingj frailf ador*dy and our^r^^^/ thing j 170 

will come ; difeafe nu^ come before j 

full as mortal as tbreefcore, 

jne, and thy charms, may foon decay : 

t theCefugiti'ves prolong their ftay. 

Is totters, their foundation ihakes j 175 

t fupports them, in a moment breajes 3 

•ought into the foul let virtues fhine 3 

nd eternal, as the fwori divine. 

i a manager 5 ihe 's bom for rule j 

ws her ivifer huiband is a^o/; i%0 

IS holds, and fpins the/ubtle thread 

des the lover to his fair-one's bed: 

lilt amours can fmooth the way, 

ler letters dilate, or con*vey» 

leprivM of fuch important cares, i%$ 

Dm condefcends to lefs affairs. 

ivn breakfail ihe '11 prcjeS a fcbemet 

her tea without z,firatagem j 

•'er trifies with ^ferious face 5 

t, by the virtue of grimace, 190 

preme among amufements reign ; 

» bom tofootb^ and entertain, 

idence in a ihare of folly lies : 

I they be fo ^weak^ as -to be wife f 

Syrena 



«»c 9 nght, Ihc 's 

Brunetta ^s wife in a^tioi 
But fcorns on trifles to beft 
Thus every hour Brunetta 
Becaufe th' occafion is bene; 
Think nought a trifle^ thoui 
Small fands the mountain, n 
And trifles life. Your care 
Or you may die, "before you \ 
Go breakfaft with Alicia, 
Simplex munditiis, to the laft 
Unlac'd her ftays, her night -g 
And what flie has of head-dre 
She draws her words, and wa( 
Unwafh'd her hands, and mu( 
A nail uncut, and head uncoi 
And would draw on jack-boo 
Gloves by Queen Befs's maide 
Her blefled eyes ne'er faw " ^- 
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were made to give our eyes delight; 21$ 

'dJJo've/t is an odious fight, 
iabella is fo fond oi fame^ 
r dear ftlf is her eternal theme; 
h hopes of contradiction, oft ihe *11 fay, 
inks I look £0 wretchedly to-day!" 130 

noil the world applauds you, moil beware; 
;n lefs a blej/mg than z.fnare, 
mankind \ with your own heart confer; 
;ad even there to find a flatterer, 
•ath of others raifes our renown; 135 

n as furely blows the pageant down, 
no more than you by worth can claim, 
n you prove a bankrupt in your fame, 
iwn I muft, in this perverted age, 
oft defer'vey can't always moft engage. 240 

i worth from making glory fure, 
hinders what it Jbould ipvocurt. 
praife we moj}? The virtuous, brave, and wife? 
etches, whom, in fecret, we delpife. 
10 fo blind, as not to fee the caufe ? 245 

.s rais'd by fuch difcreet applaufe ; 
t, of credit it lays in a ftore, 
h our fpleen may wound true worth the more, 
s there are who think one crime is all: 
men, then, no way but ^af;^M;^^r</ fall ? 25* 
t is that one crime they don'^t purfue, 
its lofs, they think all others y<?«u;. 
)ld that crime fo dear, muft never claim 
^''^dmodefiy the facred name. 
I. L But 



'• ^hat pity ...'.-'"" 
" Aft, y , " "'''"• yjioi 
„Arpafia-sftapei„„J. 

•^t -Lucia's maf-.h T /• 
" The world r'^'""" 

W''ho„tai/l''''''>'-^i5r 
Inde.w <« ^"^'^ '""""end. wK. 
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You fcek perfeftions worthy of her rank) »8s 

G09 feek for her perfedlions at the Bank. 

By wealth unquenchM, by reafon uncontrourd. 

For ever burns her facred thirft of gold. 

As ftnd of five- pence, as the verieft a/ j 

And quite as much detefted as a nvit, 299 

Can gold calm faffion^ or make reafon ihine ? 
Can we dig peace, or ijuifdom, from the mine ? 
Wifdom to gold prefer; for 'tis much lefs 
To make our fortune, than our bappinefs. 
That happinefs which great-ones often fee, ^19 5 

With rage and wonder, in a low degree 5 
Themfelves unbleft. The poor are only poor 5 
But what are they who droop amid their ftore ? 
Nothing is meaner than a wretch of fiate \ 
The happy only are the XxyjX"^ great, 300 

Peafants enjoy like appetites with kings ; 
And thofe bell fatisfied with cheapeft things. 
Could both OUT Indies buy but one newfeKfe, 
Our envy would be due to lai'ge expence. 
Since not, thofe pomps which to the great belong, 305 
Are but poor arts to mark them from the throng. 
See how they beg an alms of flatteiy ! 
They languifh I oh fupport them with a lye ! 
A decent competence we fully taftej 
Jt ftrikes OMvfenfe, and gives a conftant feaft; 310 

More, we perceive by dint of thought alone j 
The rich muft labour to poffefs their otjon. 
To feel their great abundance j and requeft 
Their humble friends to help them to be bleftj 

I. 2 To 
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To fee their treafiires, hear their glory told, 31^ 

And aid the wretched impotence of gold. 

But fome, great fouls! and 'touched with wannth 
divine, 
Give gold a price<, and teach its beams Xofiine. * 
All hoarded treafures they repute a load 5 
Nor think their wealth their oiAjriy till well beftowM. 320 
Gi-and refer^voirs of public happinefs. 
Through y^fr^/ ftreams difFufively they blefs; 
And, while their bounties glide, conceaPd from view^ 
Relieve our fwants, 2Jidfpare cur blujbes too. 
But Satire is my tafkj and thefe deftroy 315 

Her gloomy province, and malignant joy. 
Help me, ye mifei*s ! help me to complain. 
And blaft our common enemy, Germain : 
But our in^eSii^Jcs muft defpair fuccefs ; 
For, next to p7-aife,.ihe values nothing lefs. 330 

What pi6lure ''s yonder, loofen'd from- its frame? 
Or is 't Afturia,. that affefted dame? 
The brigh tell forms, through affeSiation, fade 
To ftrange ne^A? things, which nature never made. 
Frown not, ye fair 1 fo much your fex we prize,. 3^5 
We hate thofe arts that take you from our eyes. 
In Albucitida's native grace is feen 
What you, who labour at perfeftion, me^. 
Short is the rule, and to be .learnt with eafe. 
Retain your gentle felves, and you muft pleafe. .. -3413 
Here might I fmg of Memmia's mincing mien. 
And all the movements of the (oft machine : 

How 
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How two red iips afte£led Ze^hyts hlo'Wf 

To cool the Bohea, and inflame the Beau-: 

While one yrhitG Jinger and a thuMb confpire 345^ 

To lift the cup9 and make the world admire. 

Tea ! how I tremble at thy fatal ftream ! 
As Lethe, dreadful to the Lc^ve of Fame. 
What devaftations on thy banks are feen ! 
JVhat Jbades of mighty names which once have been ! 3 50 
An hecatomb of chara£l:ers fupplies 
Thy painted, altars daily facrifice. . 

H-— , P— — ,. B , afpers'd by thee^ decay,- 

As grains of fined fugars melt away, 

^d recommend the more to mortal tafte j , 3 5 jr 

ScandaL's the fweetncr of 2^fe7nale feaft. 

But this inhuman triumph fhall decline, . 
And thy revoking Naiads caH £or~ivi/ie', ., 
Spirits no longer .Ihall {ervQ under thee ; . 
But reign in thy own cup, exploded teal ' 36 «> 

Citronia's nofc declares thy ruin nigh. 
And who dares give Citronia's nofe the lye ? 

The ladies long at men of drink exclaim d, 
And what impaired both health and virtue, blam J ^ 
At length, to refcue man, the generous lafs 365 

Stole from her .confo.rt the pernicious glal's. 
As glorious as the Britifh queen renown'd, 
Who fuck'd tlie poifon from herhulband's wound* 

Nor to the .glafs alone are nymphs inclined, 
But eveiy bolder vice of bold mankind, 370 

O Juvenal ! for thy feverer rage ! 
To laih the ranker follies of our age. 

L 3 Arc 



.....va me italks o'er Law ant 
Our matrons lead fuch exemp 
Men figh in vain for none but 
Who marry to hefreoi ta ran§ 
And wed one man, to wanton 
Abroad too kind, at home 'tis 
And one eternal tempeft of deb 
What foul eruptions, from a lo 
What thunders burfting, from j 
Their pajions bear it with a loftj 
But then, their reafon is at due c 
Is there whom you deteft, and fet 
Tnift no foul with the fecret— bu 
Wt<ves wonder that their conduft 
And aflc, what kindred is ^fioufi 

What fwarms of amorous grai 
And mifTes, antient in iniquity ! 
What blaftingwhifpers, and what 
What lyine. drl^i"*- 
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Such diifolution through the whole I find, 
'Tis not a worlds but chaos of mankind. 

Since Sundays have no balls, the well-drefs'd belU 40 5 
Shines in the pew, but fmiles to hear of belli 
And calls an eye of fweet difdain on all. 
Who liften lefs to Collins than St. Paul, 
Atheifts have been but rare 5 fince natui*e's birth. 
Till now, She-atheifts ne'er appeared on earth. 41 ♦ 
Ye men of deep refearches, fay, whence fprings 
This daring charafter, in timorous things ? 
Who ftart 2X feathers, from an infed fly,, 
A match for nothing— but the Deity ^ 
But, not to wrong the fair, the Mufe muft own 415 
In this purfuit they court not fame alone j 
But join to that a more fubftantial view, 
** From thinking free, to be free agents too.'* 

They ftrive with their own hearts, and keep them down, 
Jn complaifance to all the fools in town. 410 

O how they ti-emble at the name of prude ! 
And die with fhame at thought of being ^ood I 
For what will Artimis, the rich and gay. 
What will the wits, that is, the coxcombs, fay? 
They heaven defy, to earth's vile dregs a flavej 425 
Through cowardice, moft execrably brave. 
With our own judgments durft we to comply. 
In virtue fhould we live, in glory die. 
Rife then, my Mufe, in honeft fury rife j 
They dread a Satire, who defy the Skies. 43* 

Atheifts are few : moft nymphs a Godhead own j 
And nothing but bis attributes ditlurone, 

L 4 From. 
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From atlieifts far, they ftediaftly believe 

God is, and is Almighty— to yir^w. 

His other excellence they '11 not difpute j 

But mercy, fure, is his chief attribute. 

Shall pleafures of a (hort duration chain 

A lady's foul in evcrlafting pain ? 

Will the great Author us poor worms deftroy, 

For now and then ^Jip of tranficnt joy ? 

No, he 's for ever in a fmiling mood ; 

He *8 like themfelves ; or how could he be good ? 

And they blafpheme, who blacker fchemes fuppoil 

Devoutly, thus, Jehovah they depofe, 

Thtpuref ihtjuft! and fet up, in his ftead, 

A deity, that 's perfeftly tvell-bred, 

« Dear Tillotfon ! be fure the bed of men 5 
Nor thought he more, than thought great Origei 
Though once upon a time he mi(behav'd 5 
Poor Satan ! doubtlefs, he '11 at length be fav'd. 
Let priefts do fomething for their One in Ten 5 
It is their trade 5 fo far they 're honeft men. 
Let them cant on, fmce they have got the knacl 
And drefs their notions, like themfelves, in blac 
Fright us with terrors of a world unknonvn. 
From joys of this, to keep them all their otun. 
Of earth's fair fruits, indeed, they claim a fee 5 
But then they leave our untitb'd virtue free. 
rirtue 'j a pretty thing to make a /boiv : 
Did ever mortal write like Rochefoucault ?" 

Thus pleads the devil's fair apologift. 

And, pleading, fafely enters on his lift. 
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gel -forms angelic truths maintaih 5 ^ 
isjoins the beauteous and propbane* 
t 's true beauty, but fair virtue's face ?' 465 
lade *vifible in outward grace?- 
Hy that 's haunted with an impious miad, 
e fhe charms i the more ihe/^orlj^ mankind, 
larms decline : the Fair long vigils keep : 
!p nomore ! Quadrille has • murder'd fleep; 47a 
IC — p ! cries Livia 5 I have not been there 
: two nights; the poor creature will deipair. 
J a croud— but to do good,> you know^— 
people of condition fhould beftow." 
'd^ overcome, to K — p's grave matrons run { 475 
a daughter, and now ftake a fon ; 
th, fame, temper, beauty, fortune, flyj 
Tgar half their race — through charity * 
>rtal were we, or elfe mortal quife^- 
ould blame this criminal delights 486 

e the gay aiTcmbly's gayeft room- 
.n upper ftory to fome tomb^ 
cs, we need not omv /hort being Ihun^ 
■jought to fly, contend to be undone, 
d not buy our ruin with our crime, 48^ 

/e eternity to murder titne. 
love of gaming is the worft of ills 5 
safelefs ftorms the* blackened foul it fills; 
s at heaven, neglefts the ties of blood; 
s the power and will of doing good j ^(j9 

KilH 
* Shakefpeare, 



Tk * . ****** Wive Jiei 

;^' "ge, convulfion, tear.. 

She(guiitiefsc«atu«,>f:^ 
Seehereye.flart,,j,^^ 

Tius that divine one her/S^ 
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rawn fword ? and whence that difmal cry ? 
iftraftion through the family ? 

thi^aten, and my lady weep, ■ 
tng fervants from the tempeft creep* 
ly f on to diftant regions fent? 515 

1 that daughter^ s deAin'd match prevent? 
lole houfe in fudden ruin laid ? 
but laft night— my lady plafd, 
crs not my Satire from her theme ? 
wing to the love of fame ? 530 

^ your hearts on lucre are beftowM, 
. 'vain-de'votion to the mode\ 
; here^ fince 'tis a vice fo ftrong ; 
fweeps all womankind along. 
: faid, in honour of our times, 535 

lovv ftand diftitiguijb^d by their crimes. 

rauft, take nature for your guide : 
ne foft excufe to footh your pride : 
ates from love's antient power 1 

ra<vijb, but a golden Jboiver ? 540 • 

one your glowing fancy feize ; 
learn to punty ere he can pleafe ? 
-e enamour'd of a lift or cafi^ 
e preacher more, to make us chafie ? 
rong youths unmarrfd pine away ? 545. 
) woman difengagM — from play, 
e marrfd? — O feverer fate ! 
om play no difengag'd — eflate, 
vers falfe, untouch' d^ and hard^ 
and trembles at a cruel caid. 550 

Nor 



Jtegods! withawdeligl 

Orgiveus/»«, andfaveL 

Sons, brothers, fathers, 

^ my complaint, and bran 
Vet I believe, as finnly as 

Infpiteofallourwifdom, 
Ourpride..fog«at, ourpafl 
Advice to r^A/confirws us 
i-hearyouciy, « This fellc 

Whey^^chaftife, whowoi 

^« I've a Cham, your ange 

And turn your eyes with col 

1 he chara, begins! Toyo 

^atburftso-er gloomy B„t= 

What guardian power oWh. 

Her deeds are precepts, here. 

Midft empire's charms, how. 

Glow, w,th the love of. ^,>,^, 
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Thus * the majeftic mother of mankind. 
To her own charms moft amiably blind, 
On tlie giecn margin innocently ftood; 
^nd gaz'd indulgent on the cryftal flood ; 
Surveyed the ftranger in the painted wave, 58 ^ 

Ajid, fmiling, prais'd the beauties which ihc gave. 

• Milton, 
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SATIRE VII. 

T O 

THE RIGHT HON. SIR ROBERT WALPOLE. 

*« Carmina turn melius, cum venerit Ipfe, canemus." 

ViRG. 

ON this laft labour, this my clofmg ftrain. 
Smile, Walpole, or the Nine infpire in vain i 
To thee, 'tis due j that verfe how juftly thine, 
Where Bninfwick's glory crowns the whole defign ? 
That glory, which thy counfels make fo bright 5 5 
That glory, which on thee reflects a light. 
Illuftrious commerce, and but rarely known ! 
To gkje^ and takcy a luftre from the throne. 

Nor think that thou art foreign to my theme; 
Thtfountain is not foreign to thejfreoffi, i^ 

How all mankind will be furprizM, to fee 
This flood of Britifli folly charged on thee ! 
Say, Britain ! whence this caprice of thy fons, 
Which through their various ranks with fury runs? 
The caufe is plain, a caufe which we muft blefs ; 15 
For caprice is the daughter of fuccefsy 
(A bad eflPc^l, but from a pleafmg caufe!) 
And gives our rulers undefignM applaufe ; 
Tells how their condudl bids our ^wecdtb increafe, 
And lulls us in the downy lap of peaccx 20 

4 While 
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Ic I furvey the bleflings of our ille, 
irts triumphant in the royal fmile, 
)ublic ivounds bound up, her credit high, 
:ommerce fpreading fails in every flcy, 
pleafing fcene recalls my theme again, 25 

fhews the madnefs of ambitious men, 
, foad of bloodfhed, draw the murdering fword, 
bum to give mankind a fingle lord, 
le follies paft are of a private kind 5 
r fphere is fmall j their mifchief is confin'd : 3* 
laring men there are (Awake, my Mufe, 
raife thy verfe ! ) who bolder phrenzy chufe 5 
>, fhmg by glory, rave, and bound away; 
'world their field, and humankind their prey, 
le Grecian chief, th' enthufiaft of his pridcy 35 
1 rage and terror ftalking by his fide, 
s round the globe ; he foars into a God ! 
i fafi, OJympus ! and fuflain his nod. 
pefl divine in horrid grandeur reigns, 
thrives on raankind^s miferies and pains. 49 

t flaughter'd bofts ! what cities in a blaze ! 
t wafled countries I and what cnmfonfeas f 
I orphans tears his impious bowl o'erflows,- 
cries of kingdoms lull him to repofe. 
id cannot thrice ten hundred years unpraiie 45 
boiflerous boy, and blafl his guilty bays ? 
• want we then encomiums on the Jformt 
xmine, or ^volcano ? They perform 
r mighty deeds ; they, hero-like, can flay, 
fpread their «nple defaits in a day. 5^ 

O great 



War's glorious art, and gives i 
When, after battle, I the fi 
(Spread o'er with ghaftly fliapes, 
A nation cruih'd, a nation of 
A realm of death ! and on' this 
Are there, fiud I, who from tl 
This human chaos, carry I'milet 
How did my heart with indigna 
How honeft nature fwel I'd into 
How was I ihock'd to think the 
Of fuch materials, Jame and tr 
How guilty thefe I Yet not le 
fWho reach falfe glory by a fmo 
Who wrap deftruflion up in ge 
And bows, and imiles, more fa 
Who ftifle nature, and fubfift o: 
Who coin xhtface, and, petrify 
All real kindnefs for .the fhew t\ 
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Or, if they fcrve you, fcnre you difiiiclin^d. 
And, in their height of kindnefs, are unkind. 
Such courtiers were, and fuch again may be, 
Walpole, when men forget to copy thee. 

Here ceafe, my Mufe ! the catalogue is writ i 85 
Nor one more candidate for fame admit, 
Though difappointed thoufands juftly blame 
Thy partial pen, and boaft an equal claim : 
Be this their comfort, fools, omitted here. 
May fumifh laughter for another year. ^0 

Then let Crifpino, who was ne'er rcfus'd 
The jufiice yet of being well abus'd. 
With patience wait ; and be content to reign 
The pink of puppies in fome future ftrain. 

Some future ftrain, in which the Mufe /hall tell 95 
llcmfcience dwindles, and how 'volumes fwell. 

How commentators each dark palTage fhun. 
And hold their farthing candle to theyiMr. 

How tortur'd texts to fpeak our fenfe are made^ 
And every vice is to the Scripture laid. 100 

How mifers fqueeze a young voluptuous pccrj 
His fins to Lucifer not half fo dear. 

How Verfus is lefs qualify'd to fteal 
With fword and piftol, than with wax and feal. 

How lawyers fees to fuch excefs are run, 105 

That clients are redrefs'd till they 're undone* 

How one man's anguifh is another's fport j 
And cv'n denials coft us dear at court. 

How man eternally falfe judgments makes. 
And all his joys fuad ibrrows are mjftakes* no 

Vol. L M Thi« 



...... « «»M«v 111 lis mfu 

The Mufe has fxixvg; be now t 
Since fo diffiirive, anci io wide 
What is this power, whom all 

Shot from above; by heaven' 
This generous ardor, this uncoi 
To warm, to raife, to deify, m 
Still burning brighteft in the nc 
By large-four4 men, for thirft < 
Wife Uvws were fram'dy and fa» 
Defire of praife fii'ft broke the p 
And made a bulv^^rk of the w< 
It bids Argyll in Eelds and fens 
What more can prove its origin 

But, oh '. this paflion planted 
On eagle's wings to mount her t 
The flaming miniftcr of 'virtue i 
Set up falfe gods, and wrong'd 

Ambition, hence, exerts a de 
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Purfuit of fame with pedants fills our fchcolsj 

And into cox^<mbs burniihes our fools ; 

Purfuit of fame makes folid learning bright;, 

And Newton lifts above a mortal height; 

That key of nature, by whofe wit ihe clears 145 

Her long, long fecrets of five thoufand years. 

Would you then fully comprehend the whole, 
^y, and in what degrees, pride fways the foul f 
(For, though in all not equally, ihe reigns) 
Awake to knowledge, and attend my ilrains. ;|^ 

Ye doctors ! hear the do6lrine I dirclofe» 
As true, as if 'twere writ in dulleft profe ; 
A» if a lettered dunce had faid, « 'Tis right,^ 
And imprimatur uftier'd it to light. 

Ambition, in the truly noble mind, 1.55 

With Sifter- virtue is for ever join'd; 
As in fam'd Lucrece, who, with equal dread. 
From guUt 2Xi^Jbame, by her laft conduft, fled : 
Her virtue long rebelled in firm difdain. 
And the fword pointed at her heart in vain; i6d 

But, when the flave was threatened to be laid 
Xlead by her fide, her Love of Fame obeyed. 

In meaner minds ambition works alone j 
But with fuch art puts virtue's afpeft on. 
That not more like in feature and in mien, 165 

The God and mortal in the comic fcene *. 
Falfe Julius, ambufnM in this fair difguife, 
5oon made the Roman liberties his prize. 

Ml Na 

^ . ♦ Amphitryon. 
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No maik in bafeft minds ambition wears. 
But in full light pricks up her afs's ears t 
All I have fung are inftances of this. 
And prove my theme unfolded not amifs. 
. Ye 'vainf defift from your erroneous ftrife 5 
Be wife, and quit ihefalfe fublime of life. 
The true ambition there ilone refides, 
Where jufiice vindicates, and ivifiom guides j 
Where inward dignity joins oufward ftate 5 
Our purpeft good, as our atcbie*vement great j 
Where public blejfings public praife attend ; 
Where glory is our ^oti^ve, not our ^d. 
Would'ft thou hefam*d? Have thofe high deeds in y 
Brave men would a6l, though y2:/z«^ fhould enfue 

Behold a Prince ! whom no fwoln thoughts infla 
No pride of thrones, no fever after Fame : 
But when the welfare of mankind infpires. 
And death in.view to dear-bought glory fires. 
Proud conquefts then, theii regal pomps delight ; 
Then crowns, then tiiumphs, fparkle in his fight; 
Tumult and rioife are dear, which with them bring 
His people's bieflings to their ardent king : 
But, when thofe great heroic motives ceafe. 
His fwelling foul fubfides to native peace 5 
From tedious grandeur s faded charms withdraws, 
AfudJcn foe to fplendor and applaufe j 
Greatly deferring his arrears of fame. 
Till men and angels jointly fhout his name, 
O pride celeftial ! which can pride difdain j 
O bleft ambition ! which can ne'er be «vam« 
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From one famM Alpine hilJ, which props the flcy, 
In whofe deep womb unfathom'd waters lie, 200 

Here burft the Rhone and founding Po ; there ihine, 
In infant rills, the Danube and the Rhine 5 
From the rich ftore one fruitful urn fupplies. 
Whole kingdoms fmile, a thoufand harvefts rife. 

In Brunfwick fuch a fource the Mufe adores, 205 
Which public bleflings through half Europe pours. 
When his heart burns with fuch a godlike aim. 
Angels and George are rivals for the fame ; 
George, who in foes can foft affeftions raife. 
And charm envenomM Satire into praife. 21® 

Nor human rage alone his power perceives, 
But the mad <winds, and the tumultuous iva'ues *• 
Ev'n ftonns (death's fierceft minifters J) forbear. 
And, in their own wild empire, learn to fpare. 
Thus, nature's felfy fupporting ;w^«V decree, 215 

Stiles Britain's fovereign, fovereign of t)\tfea. 

Whileyi'^ and «/>, great Brunfwick ! fhookour ftate. 
And fported with a king's and kingdom's fate, 
Dcpriv'd of what fhe lov'd, and prefs'd by fear 
Of ever lofing what fhe held moft dear, 220 

How did Britannia, like Achilles, weep. 
And tell her forrows to the kindred deep I 
Hang o'er the floods, and, in devotion warm. 
Strive, for Thee, with the furge, and fight the ftorm ! 

What felt thy Walpole, pilot of the realm! 225 
Our Falinurus flept not at the helm ; 

M 3 His 

• The king in danger by fea. 



His own^ which nature and the g 
At will> to raife, or hufh, the ch 
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OCCASIONED BY 

MIS MAJESTY'S ROYAL ENXOURAGHMENT 

OF 

THE SEA SERVICE. 

TO WHICH IS PREFIX££» 

AN ODE TO THE KINGj 

AMD 

A DISCOURSE ON ODE» 
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I THINK Myfelf obliged to recommend to yon 
a confideration of the greateft importance; and I 
ihould look upon it as a great happinefs^ if, at the be- 
ginning of my reign, I could fee the foundation laid 
of fo great and neceflary a work, as the increafe and 
encouragement of our feamen in general j that they 
may be invited, rather than compelled by force and 
violence, to enter into the fervice of their country, as 
oft as occafion Ihall require it : A confideration wor- 
thy the reprefentatives of a people great and flouriih- 
ing in trade and navigation. This leads Me to men- 
tion to you the cafe of Greenwich Hofpital, that care 
may be taken, by fome addition to that fund, to ren- 
der comfortable and efFc6lual that charitable provifion 
for the fupport and maintenance of our feamen, worn 
out, and become decrepit by age and infirmities, in 
the fervice of their country. [Speech, Jan, 27, 1727-8.] 
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/^LD Ocean's pralfe 
^^ Demands my lays j 
A truIy-Britifh theme I iingj 
A theme Co great, 
I dare compleat. 
And join with Ocean, Ocean^s King« 

II. 

To Gods and Kings, 

The poet fmgs j 
To Kings and Gods the Mufe is dear | 

The Mufe infpires 

With all her fires 5 
Begin, my foul \ thy bold career. 

III. 
From awful ftate. 
From high debate. 
From moming-fplendors of a crown> 
From homage pay'd. 
From empires weighed. 
From plans of bleflings and renown; 

IV. Gnit 



To rival Greek and Roman f 
V. 
The Roman Ode 
Majeftic fldwM j 

Its ftream divinely clear and f 
In fenffe, and found, 
Thebes roird profound 

The torrent roar'd, and foan 
VI. 
Let Thebes, nor Rome, 
So fam'd, prefume 

To triiunph o'er a Northerfi 
Late Time fliall know 
The North can glow. 

If dread Auguftus deign to 

VII. 

The work is done ! 
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VIII, 

The Naval crown 

Is all his own i 
Our Fleet, if war or commerce call, - 

His will performs 

Through waves and ftorms. 
And rides in triumph round the ball. 

IX. 

Since then the main 

Sublimes my drain. 
To whom fhould I addrefs my fong ? 

To whom but Thee ? 

The boundlefs Sea, 
And grateful Mufe, to George belong* 

X. 

Hail, mighty theme! 

Rich mine of fame ! 
If Gods invok'd extend their aid 5. 

Hail fubjeft new ! 

As Britain's due 
Referv'd by the Pierian maid. 

XI. 

Durft Homer's Mufe> 

Or Pindar's, chufe 
To pour the billows on his firing ? 

No, both defraud 

The tuneful God 5 
Scarce more fublime, when Jove they (ing. 

XII. No 



XIII. 
Now low, now hig 
My fingers fly, 

Now paufe, and now fre/ 
Now dance, now ere 
Now dive, now fwee 

And fetch the found from 

XIV. 

Now numbers rife. 
Like virgin's fighs J 

The foft Favonians melt a 
As from the North 
Now ruflies forth 

A blaft, that thunders in n 

XV. 

My lays I fiJe 
With curious tn't) . 
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XVI. 

How mufic charms ! 

How metre warms ! 
Parent of aftions good and brave ! 

How vice it tames ! 

And worth inflames ! 
And holds proud empire o'er the grave ! 

XVII. 

Jove mark'd for man 

A fcanty fpan. 
But lent him wings to fly his doom ; 

Wit fcoms the grave ; 

To wit he gave 
The life of Gods! Immortal bloom! 

XVIII. 

Since years will fly. 

And pleafures die^ 
Day after day, as years advance j 

Since, while life lafts, 

Joy fuffers blafts 
From frowning fate, and fickle chance j 

XIX. 

Nor life is longj 

But foon we throng. 
Like autumn leaves, death's pallid ihatt% 

We make, atleaft. 

Of bad thtbeft, 
Xf in life's phantom, Fzmt, we foar* 

XX. 0«r 



-«*d ihane the hlei 



What hero's { 
Can fire xny h 
^'^^ his, with who 
'' Juih'ce fincej 
" And couram 
^' Rife the two coJu 

XX 

" How form'd 

"Who look, o 

" TheyreadiheMa 

** Their love an 

" Supply the lav 

Andhisownluftre 

XXL 

" But ihines fun; 
<C txrt . * 
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XXIV. 

Our fa6lioRS end! 

The nations bend I 
.For when Hritanpia's fons^ cgmhinM 

In fair array. 

All march one way 5 
They oigrch the terror of mankind. 

XXV. 

If equal all 

Who tread Jhe ball, 
Our bounded profpe6l, berey wouid enclj 

But heroes prove 

As fteps to Jove, 
By which our thoughts, with eafe, ^cend* 

XXVI. 

From what we view 

We take the clue, 
'.Which leads from great, to greater things.; 

Men ^oubt no more. 

But Gods adore, 
.When fuch refemblance ihines in Kings. 

XXVII. 

On yonder height. 

What golden light 
Triumphant fhines, and ftijnes alone? 

Unrivaird blaze ! 

The nations gaze ! 
■'TIS not the fun, 'tis Britain's throne. 

XXVIII. Our 



His blooming honours f 

XXIX. 

Beneath them lies, 
With lifted eyes. 

Fair Albion, like an am 
While intereft wing 
Bold foreign Kings 

To fly, like:eagles, to h; 

XXX. 

At his proud foot 
The Sea pour'd out. 

Immortal nouriftiment fuj 
Thence wealth, and 
And power, and — F; 

Which Europe reads in G 



C 177 3 



ON LYRIC POETRY. 

[O W imperfeft foever my own compofition may 
be, yet am I willing to fpeak a word or two, of 
nature of Lyric Poetry ; to fhew that I haye, at 
by fome idea of pei^feflion in that kind of poem in 
ch I am engaged j and that I do not think myfelf 
t enough entirely to rely on infpiration for my fuc- 
in it. 

To our having, or not having this idea of perfec- 

i in the poem we undertake, is chiefly owing the 

•it or demerit of our performances, as alfo the 

lefly or vanity of our opinions concerning them. 

I in fpeaking of it I Khali ihew how it unavoidably 

es to pafs, that bad Poets, that is. Poets in general, 

fteemed, and really mv, the raoft vain, the moft 

ble, and moft ridiculous fet of men upon earth. 

^oetry in its own nature is certainly 

— Non hos quaefitum munus in ufus." Virg. 

that has an idea of perfection in the work he 

akes mqy fail in itj he that has not, mufi: and 

will be fvain. For every little degree of beauty, 

Hort or improper foever, will be looked on 

by him ; becaufe it is all pure gains, and more 

promifed to himfelf ; and becaufe he has no 

ftandard in his judgement, with which to 

his opinion of it. 

L N r:-: . •' Now 



ally flows that great fcnfibility of d 
refentmenty that tinder of the mj 
every fpark> and juftly marks them 
irritabile** among mankind. An 
buftible temper^ this ferious anger 
things, things looked on by moft a 
portant points of life> as confeqi 
inheritance of ridicule, which devc 
generation to generation. As foon 
thoi*8, they become like Ben Jonfoi 
learn the ait of quarrel. 
** — Concordes animae— dum no6lc 
** Heu ! quantum inter fe bellum, 
** Attigerint, quantas acies, ftrage 
** Qui Juvenes ! quantas oftentant, 
** Ne, Pueri! ne tanta animis aflueJ 
*• Tuque prior, tu parce, genus q\] 
" Syderio flagrans clypeo, & coelefl 
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But to return. He that bos this idea of peif«£U<Ni 
in tl\e work he undertakes, however fuccefsful he if^> 
will yet be modeft\ becaufe to rife up to that idea, 
which he propofed for his model, is ahnoft, if not ab- 
folutely, impoflible. 

Thefe two obfervations account for what may feem 
as firange, as it is infallibly true ; I mean, they fhew 
us why good writers have the loweft, and bad writers 
the higheft, opinion of their own performances. They 
vfho have only a partial idea of this perfe6Uon, as 
their portion of ignorance or knowledge of it is 
greater or lefs, have proportionable degrees of modefty 
or conceit. 

Nor, though natural good understanding makes a 
tolerably juft judgment in things of this nature, will 
the reader judge the worfe, for forming to himfelf a 
notion of what he ought to expeft from the piece he 
has in hand, before he begins his perufal of it. 

The Ode, as it is the eldeft kind of Poetry, fo it is 
more fpiritous, and more remote from Profe than any 
other, in fenfe, found, expreflion, and condu^. Its 
thoughts ihould be uncommon, fublime, and morals 
its numbers full, eafy, and moft harmonious ; its ex- 
preflion pure, ftrong, delicate, yet unaffefted ; and of 
a curious felicity beyond other Poems ; its conduct 
ihould be rapturous, fomewhat abrupt, and imme- 
thodical to a vulgar eye. That apparent order, and 
connexion, which gives form and life to ftmie compo- 
fitions, takes away the very foul of this. Fire, eleva- 
tion, and feie^ thought, are indifpenfable ; an hum • 
N a ble. 



It is the genuine chara6lery an 
Ode, a little to ftartle fome appi 
cold complexions are very apt to 
vigour in their imaginations, for a 
their judgments ; and, like perfoni 
they look on bright obje6ts, in thei 
too glaring; what is moft delightfi 
is painful to them. Thus Pindar, 
logic at the bottom as Ariftotle oi 
critics has appeared as mad ; and m 
who enjoy no portion of his own div 
underftandings, meafuring others by 
are apt to think they fee a monftei 
mah. 

And indeed it feems to be the ame 
makes to thofe whom fhe has not ble 
tion of mind, to indulge them in 
miftake, that all is wrong, which fa 
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nee only, can proceed the faireft offspring of th* 
\ mind. 

then in Ode, there is this difference from other 
of Poetry} that, there, the imagination, like a 
jautiful miftrefs, is indulged in the appearance 
lineering j though the judgement, like an artfut 
in reality carries its point; and the lefs it is 
ed of it, it fhews the more mafterly conduft^ 
ferves the greater commendation, 
slds true in this province of writing, as in war, 
: more danger, the more honour.*" It muft be 
iterprizin^ it muft, in Shakefpeare's ftyle, have 
■eadth Tcapes j and oftei) tread the very brink of 
nor can it ever defei-ve the applaufe of the real 
unlefs it renders itfelf obnoxious to the mifap* 
fions of the contrary, 

1 is Cafimire's ftrain among the modems, whofe 
wit, and happy fire, is an honour to them. And 
oan might juftly be much' admired, it any thing 
than the fweetnefs,of his numbers, and the 
of his diftion, were his own : his original, from 
I have taken my motto, through all the difad- . 
es of a Northern profe tranflation, is ftill admi- - 

and, Cowley fays, as preferable in beauty to 
nan, as Judaea is to Scotland, 
lar, Anacreon, Sappho, and Horace, are the great 
s of Lyric poetry among Heathen writers, 
's Mufe, like SacharifTa, is a ftately, imperi- 
nd accomplifhed beauty j equally difdaining the > 
art, and the fear of any rival j fo intoxicating* 
N 3 that 



tura], and delicate; all over floi; 
charms J infpinng complacencyi t 
feems to have good-nature enough 
which (he cannot find. 

Sappho's Mufe, like Lady , is ; 
and glowing; like oil fet on firC] 
tvarm, in excefs. Sappho has lei 
ments only; Time has fwallowed 
little which remains, like the ren 
Cleopatra, after the other was diffc 
quet^ may be cfteemed (as was that 
ornament for the goddefs of beauty h 

Horace's Mufe (like one I fhall 
name) is correal, folid, and moral ; 
fweetnefs and majefty, all the fcnfc a 
former, in tJie jufteft proportions anc 
adding a felicity of drefs entirely 
moreover is diilinguifhable by this pa 
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:, after all, to the honour of our own country- 
It add, that I think Mr. Dryden's Ode on St. 
a^8 Day inferior to no compofition of this kind, 
ief beauty confifts in adapting the numbers moft 
y tp the variety of the occaiion. Thofe by 

he has chofen to exprefs Majefty, (viz.) 
Aflumes the God, 
AfFefts to nod. 
And feems to fhake the fpheres. 
lofen in the following Ode, becaufe the fubjeft 
s great. 

the more harmony likewife, T chofe the fre- 

retum of rhyme ; which laid me under great 
Ities. But difficulties overcome give grace and 
re. Nor can I account for the pleafure of rhyme 
leral (of which the modems are too fond) but 
:his truth. 

then the Writer muft take care that the diffi- 
is overcome. That is^ he muft make rhyme 
ent with as perfeft fenfe, and expreiiion, as 
be expefted if he was free from that ihackle. 
vife, it gives neither grace to the work, nor 
re to the reader, nor, confequently, reputation 
Poet. 

fum the whole : Ode fhould be peculiar, but 
rained; moral, but not 'flat; natural, but not 
is; delicate, but not aife£led; noble, but not 
ous ; full, but not obfcure ; fiery, but not mad ; . 

but not loaded in its numbers, which ihould 

ft harmonious, without the Icaft facrifice of ex- 

N 4 preffion. 
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prefHon, or of fenfc. Above all, in this, as in every 
work of genius, fomewhat of an original fpiiit ikouli 
be, at leaft, attempted $ otherwife the Poet, whole 
charafter difclaims mediocrity, makes a fecondaiy 
praife his ultimate ambition ^ which has fomething of 
a contradi<5lion in it. Originals only have true life, 
and differ as much from the beft Imitations, as men 
from the moft animated pi£lures of them. Nor is 
what I fay at ail inconfiftent with a due deference for 
the great ftandards of Antiquity j nay, that very de- 
ference is an argument for it, for doubtlefs their ex- 
ample is on my iide in this matter. And we ihould 
rather imitate their example in the general motives, 
and fundamental methods of their working, than in 
their works themfelves. This is a diftin6lion, I think) 
not hitherto made, and a diftin^on of confequence. 
For the firft may make us their equals ; the fecond 
muft pronounce us their inferiors even in our utmoft 
fuccefs. But the firft of thefe prizes is not fo readily 
taken by the modems ; as valuables too mafly for eafy 
carnage are not fo liable to the thief. 

The Antients had a particular regard to the choice 
of their fubjefts j which were generally national and 
great. My fubjeft is, in its own nature, noble 5 moft 
proper for an Engliihman 5 never more proper than on 
this occafion ; and (what is ftrange) hitherto unfung. 

If I ftand not abfolutely condemned by my own 
rules J if I have hit the fpirit of Ode in general j if I 
cannot think with Mr, Cowley, that «« Mufic alone, 
«* fomctimes, makes an excellent Ode/' 

« Verfus 
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** Verfus inopes rerum, nugaeque canoi^ae}". 
bere is any thought, enthufiafniy and pi6hire9 which 
as the body, foul, and robe of poetry j in a word* 
1 any degree I have provided rather food for men» 
I air for wits ; I hope fmaller faults will meet in- 
jence for the fake of the defign, which ia the 
y of my Country and my King. 
Ind indeed, this may be faid, in general, that great 
e6^s are above being nice j that dignity and fpirit 

• fufFer from fcrupulous exaftnefs ; and that the 
uter cares effeminate a compofition. Great mafters 
Poetry, Painting, and Statuary, in their nobler 
ks, have even affeded the contrary: and juftly; 
a truly-mafculine air partakes more <of the negli- 
t, than of the neat, both in writings, and in life— 

* Grandis oratio haberet majeftatis fuae pondus.'* 

Petron. 

I Poem, like a criminal, under too fevere correc* 

, may lofe all its fpirit, and expire. We know 

^s Faber imus,. that was fuch an artift at a hair or 

lil. And we know the caufe was 

** Quia ponere totum ** 

" Nefcius." HoR» 

"o clofe 5 If a piece of this nature wants an apo- 

^, I muft own ; that thofe who have ftrength of 

d fufficient profitably to devote the whole of their 

; to the feverer ihidies, I defpair of imitating, I 

only envy and admire. The mind is relieved 

ftrengthened by variety ; and he that fometimes is 

ting with his pen, is only taking the moil effectual 

mean» 
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) C E A N; 

A NO D E. 
)NCLUDING WITH A WISH. 



.et the Cea. make a noife, let the floods clap their 
" hands." Psal. xcviii. 



SWEET rural fcene! 
Of flocks and green ! 
At carelefs eafe my limbs are fpread j 
All nature ftill. 
But yonder rill ; 
And liftening pines nod o'er my head i 

11. 

In profpeft wide. 

The boundlefs tide ! 
Waves ceafe to foam, and winds to roar j 

Without a breeze. 

The curling feas 
Dance on, in meafure^ to the fliore. 

III. Who 



And Neptune thunders £ 

IV. 

Where ? where ar 
Whom Paean's ra 

Has touched, and bid dh 
What, none afpir 
I fnatch the lyre. 

And plunge into the foai 

V. 

The wave refound 
The rock rebound 

l^he Nereids to my fong ; 
I lead the choir, 
And they confpire 

With voice and Ihell to li 

VI. 

They fpread in air 
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VII. 

Who love the fliore. 

Let thofe adore 
The God Apollo, and his Nine, 

Pamaflus' hill, 

And Orpheus' fkill ; 
But let Arion's harp be mine. 

vni. • 

The main ! the main ! 

Is Britain's reign j 
Her ftrength, her glory, is her fleet 5 
* The main ! the main I 

Be Briton's ftrain ; 
As Triton's ftrong, as Syren's fweet, 

IX. 

Through nature wide. 

Is nought defcry'd 
So rich in pleafure, or furprize 5 

When all-fercne. 

How fweet the fcene ! 
How dreadful, when the billows rife. 

X. 

And ftorms deface 

The fluid glafs, 
In which ere-while Britannia fair 

Look'd down with pride, 

Like Ocean's bride, 
Adjufting her majeftic air. 

XL When 



Recumbent on their oozy 

XII. 

With what a tranc 
The level glance. 

Unbroken, ihoots along tl 
Which tempt from 
The painted oar ; 

-And every canvas courts t] 

XIII. 

When ru/hes forth 
Th§ frowning Norti 

t)n blackening billows, wii 
My fhuddering foul 
Beholds them roil. 

And hears their roarings o'( 

XIV. 

With terror mark 
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XV. 

Now, fpins around 

In whirls profound ; 
Now, whelm'd 5 now, pendant near the cloudsj 

Now, ftunnM, it reels 

Midft thunder's peals 5 
And, now, fierce lightning fires the ihrouds, 

XVI. 

All aether burns t 

Chaos returns I 
And blends once more the feas and Ikies { 

No fpace between 

Thy bofom green, 
O Deep I and thel)lue concave, lies* 

XVII. 

The northern blafi, 

The fhatter'd maft. 
The fyrt, the whirlpool, and the roclc> 

The breaking ipout. 

The flars gone out. 
The boiling flreight, the monfters fhock^ 

XVIII. 
Let others fear ; 
To Britain dear 
Whatever promotes her daring claim $ 
Thofe terrors charm. 
Which keep her warm 
In chace of honeft gain or fame. 

XIX. Tb* 



Which fome adore, and all adn 
XX. 
Are then the feas 
Outlhone by thefe ? 
Bright Thetys I thou art not oi 
With kinder beams. 
And fofter gleams. 
Thy bofom wears them as thy 
XXI. 
There, fet in green, 
Gold-ftars are leen, 
A mantle rich I thy charms t< 
And when the fun 
His race has run. 
He fells cnamour'd in thy lap 

XXII. 
Thofe clouds, whofe < 
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XXIII. 

The gjaudy bow, 

Whofe colours glow, 
lofe arch with fo much (kill is bent, 

To Phoebus' ray 

Which paints fo gay, 
thee the vratcry woof was lent, 

XXIV. 

In chambers deep. 

Where waters ileep, 
lat unknown treafures pave the floor ! 

The pearl in rows 

Pale luftre throws 5 
; wealth immenfe, which ftorms devour. 

XXV. 

From Indian mines. 

With proud defigns, 
e merchant, fwoln, digs golden ore. 

The tempefts rife. 

And feize the prize, 
d tofs him breathlefs on the ihore. 

XXVI. 

His Ton complains 

In pious drains 
Vh ! cruel third of gold !" he cries j » 

Then ploughs the main. 

In zeal for gain, 
e tears yet fwelling in his eyes. 

O XXVII. 



Thefe fea-devoted honours call, 

XXXVI.. 

From boifterous feas. 

The lap of eafe 
Receives our wounded and our ol< 

High domes afcend ! 

Stretched arches bend ! 
Proud columns fwell ! wide gates 

XXXVII. 

So deeps the grain. 

In foftering rain, 
And vital beams, till Jove defcen 

Thenburfts therootl 

The verdures (hoot I 
And earth enrich, adorn, defend 

XXXVIII, 
Here, foft-reclinM 
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XXXIX. 

In lengthen'd tales. 

Our fleet prevails j 
In tales the lenitives of age ! 

And, o'er the bowl. 

They fire the foul 
Of liftening youth, to martial rage. 

XL. 

The ftory done, • 

Their fetting fun. 
Serenely fmiling down the Weft, 

In foft decay. 

They drop away; 
And Honour leads them to their reft, 

XLI. 

Unhappy they ! 

And falfely gay ! 
Who bafk for ever in fuccefs ; 

A conftant feaft 

Quite palls the tafte. 
And long enjoyment is diftrefs. 

XLII. 

What charms us moft, 

Our joy, our boaft. 
Familiar, lofes all its glofs $ 

And gold refin'd % 

The fated mind 
Faftidious turns to pcrfe61: drofs. 

O 3 XLIII. When, 



rrom oare repoie i 
We reap our pieafure fmm our 

XLIV. 

Ye warlike ftaila ! 

Beneath die mam. 
Wrapt *m a watery winding iht 

Who bought with blood 

Your country's good. 
Your coHB<ry'8 full-'Uown g\w 

XlV. 

What powerful chatfm 
Can death difarm ? 

Vbur long, your iron flumbers 
By Jove, by Fame, 
By George's name. 

Awake! awake! awake! 

XLVi. 

Our iov fo oroud. 



OCEAN, 199 

x^vir. 

With fpiral ft^ll, 

Full-b}afte4, t^l 
That all youf wftfry mlm^ <hoi}l4 Hfig; 

Your pjefM?l-*4c9Vps, 

Your ccnd-grovesy 
6houl4 echo their$, and 3ntiio*8 ]^g^ 

XLVIII. 

As long as ^a^ f 

Guide mariger^y 
As Carolina's virtues p1^a^> 

Or funs invite 

The ravi^i'd fi^. 
The Britiih flag ^11 £weep ^fm, 

XLIX. 

Peculiar both ! 

Our foil's ftrong |^owth. 
And our bold natives hardy uain^ ^ 

Sure Heaven befpcike 

Our hearts, and .oak. 
To give a matter to jnankind. 

That nobleft birth 

Of teenvng earth, 
Oi forefts fair that .daughter prouc^ 

To foreign coafts 

Our grandeur boaft5> 
And Britain's pjeafure ^eaks ^oyd^ 

O 4 LI. Now 



Pours in the bofom of ouj 

LII. 

Hence, Britain lays 
In fcales, and weig 

The fates df kingdoms an 
And as flie frowns, 
Or fmilet, on crowi 

A night or day of glory fp 

LIII. 
Thus Ocean fwells 
The ftreams and rill 

And to their borders liifts tl 
Or elfe withdraws 
The mighty caufe. 

And leaves their fami/h'd cl 

LIV, 

How mixt, how frail 
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LV. 

For who can gaze 

On reftlefs feas, 
Unfti-uck with life's more reftlefs ftate ? 

Where all are tofsM> 

And moft are loft 
By tides of paflion, blafts of fate ? 

LVI. 

The world 's the main. 

How vext ! how vain ! 
Ajnbition fwells, and Anger foams; 

May good men find. 

Beneath the wind, 
A noifelefs ihore, unruffled homes I 

LVII. 

The public fcene 

Of harden'd men 
Teach me, O teach me to defpife ! 

The world few know 

But to their woe, 
Our crimes with our experience rife 5 

LVIII. 

All tender fenfe 

Is banifhM thence. 
All maiden nature*8 firft alarms $ 

What ihockM before 

Difgufts no more. 
And what difgufted has its charms. 

LIX. In 



f 



Thcfe fames untry'd 

Sedyc'^d my pndcp 
To Fortune^s anxjws bar'd my 

Till Wifdom t^e, 

A boajry dame I 
And told me pleafurc was im rei 

Lxr. - 

" O may 1 ikal ^ 

** Along the vale 
"Of humble life J £t:CMT£ from 
" My friend finctre 1 
" My jud^ernent clesu*! 
^*' Aad gentle bulinefs my repo? 

Lxri, 

" My mind be ftroof h 
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LXin. 

" (When Fortroe's kind) 

" Acute to find, 
^d warm to relifli every l>oon ! 

« And wife to ftill 

« FantafBc ill, 
Whafe frightful fpedlres &dk tt noon 1 

LXIV. 

«« No fruitlefs tOTls ! 

•♦* No brainlefs broils t 
JSach moment levePd at l3ie maiki 

" Our <iay fo Aort 

** Inrites to (port ; 
Be fad and iblemn when ^tts daik. 

LXV. 

« Yet Prud«ice ftill 

** Rein thou my will I 
What "•« moft inipertant, maSoe «oft dearl 

« For "'tis in tirifi, 

« Refidcs true hm j 
True .blifs, a deity fevcare • 

LXVI. 

" When temper l^ns 

** To gayer fcenes. 
And ferious life void moments iparee^ 

** The'fylvan chace 

** My iinews brace ! 
Or £ong unbond iiiEy*.nund from cares ! 

LXVn. « Nor 



" The laughing god 

LXVl 
** Though ric 
" More wit, 

" More fenfe, than v 
" May I prov 
" Fair Truth, 

" My/ojr, theconvei 

LXIX 

*' The gJoomy 

" The broken 

" To diftant climes, j 

" Thenobly.fc 

Their comme 

" With wonis of trutJ 

LXX. 
" O glorious ai] 
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LXXI. 

** Prophetic fchemesy 

*< And golden dreamSy 
'< May I, unfanguiney caftaway! 

" Have, what I have ! 

" And live, not leave, 
« EnamourM of the prefent day ! 

LXXII. 

** My hours my own f 

<< My faults unknown ! 
** My chief revenue in content ! 

*• Then, leave one beam 

" Of honeftfame! 
<; And fcorn the labour'd monument I 

LXXIII. 

** Unhurt my urn I 

" Till that great turn 
" When mighty Nature's felf (hall die. 

<* Time ceafe toglide, 

** With human pride, 
" Sunk in the Ocean of Eternity.'* 
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T O T H E 

RIGHT HON. THOMAS LORD PARKER, 

BARON OF MACCLESFIELD, 
LORD HIGH-CHANCELLOR OF GREAT-BRITAIN^ 

ETC. ETC. 

My Lord, 

TH O U G H I hav€ not the honour of being known to 
your Lordfhip, I prefume to take a privilege 
^hicb men of retirement are apt to think themfelves 
in polTeffion of, as being the only method they have 
of making their way to perfons of your Lordihip's 
high ftation without ftruggling through multitudes 
for acceft. I may poffibly fail in my refpeft to yoiw 
Lordfhip, even while I endeavour to Aew it moftj 
but if I err, it is becaufe I imagined I ought not to 
make my firft approach to one of your Lordiliip^ exalted 
chara£ler with lefs ceremony than that of a Dedica- 
tion- It is annexed to the condition of eminent 
merit, not to fufFer more from the mdice of its ene- 
mies, than from the importunity of its admirers ; 
and perhaps it would be unjuft, that your Lordfhip 
ihould hope to be exempted from the troubles, when 
you poiTefs all the talents, of a patroa. 

I have here a fair occafio»i to celebrate thofc fublimc 
<}ualities, of which a whole nation is fenflble, were it 
not inconfiftent with the defign of my prefent appli- 
cation. By the juft difcharge of your great employ- 
ments, your Lordfhip may well deferve the prayers 
Vol. L P of 



Indiiced to make this addrefs to y 
coniidering you rather in the amia 
fon diftinguiflied for a refined tafte 
and the candour that ufually atten 
dignky of your public chara6ler. 

The greatnefs and folemnity of 
of in the following Work cannot fa 
to recommend it to a perfon who 1 
veneration thofe facred books from 
and would at the fame time juftify 
choice of the great name prefixed 
afiured that the undertaking had r 
hands. Thus much I think myfe 
that if this little Performance had 
dulgently fpoken of by fome, whof< 
verfally allowed in writings of this 
dared to gratify my ambition in < 
Lordfhip ; I am fenfible that I am e: 
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ON PART OF 

THE BOOK OF JOB. 

THRICE happy Job long livM in Regal State, 
Nor faw the fumptuous Eaft a prince fo great ; 
Whofe worldly ftores in fuch abundance flowM, 
Whofe beait with fuch exalted virtue glowM. 
At length misfortunes take their turn to reig^, ^ 

Aod ills on-ills fucceed j a dreadful train I 
What now but deaths, and poverty, and wrong. 
The fword wide-wafting, the itproachful tongue. 
And ipotted plagues, that raark'd his limbs all o^er 
So fhick with pains, they wanted room for more 1 xo 
A change fo fad what mortal here could bear ? 
Exhaufted woe had left him nought to fear ; 
But gave him all to grief. Low earth he preft. 
Wept in the-<iuft, and forely fmote his breaft. 
His friends around the deep affli6lion mourn''d, 95 

Felt all his pangs, and groan for groan retum'd \ 
In anguifh of their hearts their mantles rent. 
And feven long days in folemn filence fpent j 
A debt of reverence to diftrefs io great ! 
Then Job contain-d no more; but cursed his fate, so 
P 2 His 



.. **cic iclt and morta 
"Where counfellofs are 
(O happy turn !) no i: 

- His words were dari 
His condu6l they repro 
And now they kindkd 
And fcntiments oppos'o 
Fix'd in opinion, both i 
And fummon all their r« 
So high at length their a 
They reachM the laft ext 
A paiife enfucd.— When, 
And awefully the long c( 
Full o'er their heads, wi( 
A fudden whirlwind blac 
(They law, and trembie< 
A dreadful voice, and th 
Who gives his tongue ; 
Cenfiires m^ — * 
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WHo on its furface did extend the line. 
Its form determine, and its bulk confine? 
Who fi^'d the corner-ftone ? What hand, declare. 
Hung it on nought, and failenM it on air ; 
When the bright morning ftars in concert Amg, 55 
When heaven's high arch with loud hofannahs rung, 
When ihouting fons of God the tiiumph crown'd, 
And the wide concave thunder'd with the found ? 
Earth's numerous hingdoias^ haft Thou view'd them all ? 
And can thy fpan of knowledge grafp the ball? ^o 
Wlio heav'd the mountaiuy which fublimely ftands; 
And cafts its Ihadow into diAant lands ? 

Who, ftretching forth his fceptre o'er the deep^ 
Can that wide world in due fubjedion keep ? 
J broke the globe, I fcoop'd its hollow fide, 65 

And did a bafon for the floods provide ; 
I chained them with my word j the boiling fea, 
Work'd up in tempefts, hears my great decree ^ 
*< Thus far, thy floating tide fliall be conveyed 5 
*' And here, O main, be thy proud billows ftay'd." 70 

Haft Thou explorM thtfecrets of the deep, 
Where, fliut from ufe, unnumbered treafures fleep ? 
Where, down a thoufand fathoms from the day. 
Springs the great fountain, mothei* of the fea ? 
Xhofe gloomy paths did thy bold foot e'er tread, 75 
Whole worlds of waters rolling o'er tliy head ? 

Hath the cleft centre open'd wide to Ti^ee ? 
Death's inmoft chambers didft Thou ever fee ? 
E'er knock at his tremendous gate, and wade 
To the black portal through th' incumbent fhade ? 80 
P 3 Deep 
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eck the fhower, who lifts his hand on high, 
ts the Huices of th' exhaufted flcy, 
irth no longer mourns her gaping veins, 
^d-mountainis, and herruffet plains ; 
V in life, a chearfol profpe^^ yields 1x5 

ng rivers, and of verdant fields j- 
roves and forefts lavifk all their blo«m, 
th and heaven ire fill'd wdth rich perfume ? 
rhou e'er fcaPd my wintry Ikies, and feen 
^ndfno*ws my northern magrazine ? lao 

le dread treafures of mine anger are. 
Is of vengeance for th« day of war, 
[ouds rain death,- and ftorms at my command 
ough the world, or wafte a guilty land, 
taught the rapid ivinds to fly fo faft, 125 . 

;s the centre with his eaftern blaft ? 
)m the ikies can a whole deluge pour ? 
ikes through nature with the folemn roar 
iful thunder^ points it where to fall, 
fierce lightning wraps the flying ball ? xjo 

vho trembles at the darted fires, 
the found, and in the flafh expires, 
drew the comet out to fuch a fize, 
ir'd his flaming train o'er half the fkies ? 
f refentment hang him out ? Does he 135 

1 the nations, and denounce, from Thee ? 
on low earth can moderate the rein, 
lides the Jiars along th' ethereal ^lain ? 
their feafons, and dire6l their courfe, 
idle brighten, and fupply their force ? 140 

P 4 Canft 



Mine is the nigbt, with all her ifc 
Myriads, and myriads I refcn'C ii 

Do ft Thou pronounce where da 
And draw the purple curtain of t 
Awake the/w«, and bid him com* 
And glad thy world with his obfe< 
Haft Thou, inthron'd in flaming | 
Triumphant round the fpacious rii 
That pomp of light, what hand fc 
That diftant earth lies ba&ing in t 

Who did xhtfoul with her rich p 
And light up reafon in the human 
To fhine, with frefli increafe of lui 
When ftars and fun are fet in endle: 
To thefe my various queftions maki 
Th' Almighty fpoke ; and, fpeak: 

What then, Chaldaean Sire, was 
Thus IJhou, with trembling: heait : 
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arm meafure with an arm diyine ? 17a 

rhou thunder with a voice like Mine; 
oHow of thy hand contain 
f waters, the wide-fpreading main, 
d with tempefts, all the billows riie 175 
rage, and da/h the diftant flues ? 
rth, in beauty's excellence array'd j 
grandeur of thy power difplay'd $ 
lipotence, and, frowning, make 
js round of the creation fhake; 180 

y vengeance, bid it oveilhrow 
t vice, lay lofty tyrants low, 
►le them to duft. When this is done, 
fafety lodged in Thee alone j 
'hou art, and may ft undaunted ftand, 185 
buckler of thine own right-hand, 
n ! the vifion of a moment made ! 
I dream ! and fhadow of a ihade ! 
is haft Thou produced, what creatures fram'd ; 
Is cherifh'd, that thy God is blam'd? 1^0 
'd with hunger, the wild Raven's brood 
on God, importunate for food : ^ 
their cry, who grants their hoarfe requef^, 
he clamour of the craving neft ? 
the ftupid Oftrich has fubdued 295 

care, and fond inquietude ? 
he flies, her fcatter'd eggs are found, 
I owner, on the fandy ground ; 
. fortune, they at mercy lie, 
V life from an indulgent flcy: aoo 

Adopted 



How rich the Peacock ! wha 
From plume to plume, and van 
He proudly fpreads them to the 
Gives all his colours, and adon 
With confcious ftate tbeipacious 
And flowly moves amid the wzy 

Who taught the Hawk to find 
Perpetual fummer, and a changt 
When clouds deform the year, (h< 
Shoots to the fouth, nor fears th 
Th& fun returning, fhe returns a 
Lives in his beams, and leaves il 

Though ftrong the Hawk, thouj 
An Eagle drop» her in a lower ik; 
An Eagle, when, deferting hum: 
She feeks the fun in her nnweary' 
I>id thy command her yellow pini 
So high in air, and fet her on the 
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Know'ft Thou how many moons, by Me aflign'd,* 
oil o*er the mountain Goat, and foreft Hind, 
Tiile pregnant they a mother's load fuftain > 
hey bend in anguifli, and caflr forth their pain. 
lie are their young, from human fraihies freed 5 • 13*5 
'alk unfuftain'd, and unafTifted feed f 
ley live at once ; forfake the dam's warm fide j 
ike the wide world, with nature for their guide; 
und o'er the lawn, or feek the diflant glade; 
id find a home in each delightful fhade. 240 

Will th' tall Reem, which knows no Lord but Me, 
w at the crib, and afk an alms of thee ? 
bmit his unworn fhoulder to the yoke, 
eak the ftiff clod, and o'er thy furrow fmoke ? 
ice great his ftrength, go truft him, void of care j 145 
y on his neck the toil of all the year ; 
i hina bring home the feafons to thy doors, 
id caft his load among thy gathered ftores. 
Didft thou from fervice the Wild-Afs difchai-ge, 
\d break his bonds, and bid him live at large, 15a 
irough the wide waile, his ample manfion, roam, 
id lofe himfelf in his unbounded home ? 
nature's hand magnificently fed, 
'y meal is on the range of mountains' fpread 3 
in pure air aloft he bounds along, i$^ 

fees in diftant fmoke the city throng ; 
ifcious of freedom, fcoms the fmother'd train, 
e threatening driver, and the fervile rein, 
lurvey the warlike Horfe ! didft Thou invcft 
th thunder his robuft difiended ehefl ? 7.60 

No 
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hrieks and dying groans the defart fill ; 
rage, they rend j their ravenous jaws diftil 
crimfon foam j and, when the banquet's o'er, 
ftride away, and paint their fteps with gore 5 . 
ht alone the fliepherd puts his truft, 295 

hudders at the talon in the duft. 
d is my Behemoth, though large his frame | 
h is his temper, and repreft his flame, 
! unprovoked. This native of the flood 
[lis broad foot, and puts afhore for food ; ' 300 
finks beneath him, as he moves along 
ik the herbs, and mingle with the throng, 
ith what ftrength his hardened loins arc bound, 
rtr proof and fhut againft a wound. 
like a mountain cedar moves his tail 1 }0| 

an his complicated finews fail, 
high and wide, his folid bones furpafs 
jars of fteel ; his ribs are ribs of brafs $ 
ort majeftic and hie armed jaw 
the wide foreft, and the mountain, law. 31^ 

nountains feed him ; there the beafts admiis 
nighty ftranger, and in dread retire, 
ngth his greatnefs nearer they furvcy, 
i in his (hadow, and his eye obey, 
'ens and marihes are his cool retreat, 31 f 

oontide fhelter from the burning heat^ 
' fedgy bofoms his wide couch are made, 
groves pf willows give him all their fhade. 
J eye drinks Jordan up, when fir'd with drought, 
ufts to turn its current down his throat } $*• 

In 



Will he become Thy fc 
Thy lordly nod, and tn 
Or with Ins fport amuie 
And, bound. in. elk, wit 

Shall pompous- banquet 
And the bowl journey roi 
Or the debating merchants 
And various limbs to vari« 
Tbrough his firm ikuU wh 
What forceful engine can 1 
Fly far, and live 5 tempt no 
The braveft ihrink to cowar 
The raiheft dare not roufe h 
Shall turn on Me, among t 

Am I a debtor ? Haft the 
Whence come the gifts that 
My laviih fruit a thoufand 
And Mine the herds <^^''* 
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great in amis, e'er ftripp'd*lu9 (hining mail, 
wn'd his 'triumph with a fingle fcale ? 
; heart fuftains him to draw near? Behold, 
ftion yawns j his fpacious jaws unfold, 
marihal'd round the wide expanfe, difclofe 355 
edg'd with.death, and crowding rows on rows ^ 
hideous fangs on either fide arife ( 
'hat a depp abyfs between them lies ! 
vith thyiance, and r with thy plumbet found, 
le how long, the. other how profound. 3^0 

Ik is charg'd with fuch a furious foul, 
louds of fmoke from his fpread noftrils roll, 
m a.fumace; and, when rous'd his ire, 
Aies from his jaws in dreams of fire, 
ge of tempefts, and the roar of feas, 3^ 

rror, this thy great Superior pleafe ^ 
th on his ample ihoulder /Its in ftate ; 
U-join'd limbs are dreadfully complete; 
kes of folid flefli are flow to part^ 
:1 his nerves, as adamant his heart. 370 

:n,. late awakM, he rears him from tlie floods, 
iretching forth his ftature to the douds, 
:s in the fun aloft his icaly height, . 
rikes the diftant hills with tranflent light, 
md are fatal damps of terror fpread, 375 

jghty fear, nor blufli to. own their dread, 
e is his front; and, when his bumilhM eyes 
iir broad lids, the morning feems to rife. ' 
lia may. death in various fliapes invade, 
ift-wing'd Arrow, the defcending blade § 3S0 

His 



His pailimes like a c 
And blacken ocean wit 
The billows feel him, s 
His hoary footfteps ihinc 
The foam high-wrought 
JVnd diftant failon point 

His like earth bears not 
Alone in natvre ftands hi 
For utter ignorance of fea 
In wrath he rolls his balef 
Makes eveiy fwoln, difdaii 
And holds dominion o'er t 

Then the Chaldaean eas' 
With full convi6(ion of hi 

*< Thoucanft accomplish 

*** And every thought is ns 

^* But, oh ! Thy ways are 

" Bc>'ond the deepeft r*.—* 
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NOTES ON THE PARAPHRASE. 

Book of Job.l It is difputed amongft the critics who 
was the Author of the Book of Job ; fome give it to 
Mofes, fome to others. As I was engaged in thit 
little performance, fome arguments occurred to me 
which favour the former of thofe opinions j* and be- 
caufe I do not find them mentioned by any one elfe, I 
have flung them into the following notes, where little 
elfe is to be expelled. 

Ver. I.] The Almighty's fpeech, chapter OTcviii, 
&c. which is what I paraphrafe in this little work, 
h by much the fineft part of the nobleft and mo(t 
antient Poem in the world. Bifliop Patrick fays, its 
grandeur is as much above all other poetry, as 
thunder is louder than a whifper. In order to fet 
this diftinguiftied part of the Poem in a fuller light» 
and give the reader a clearer conception of it, I have 
abridged the preceding and fubfequent parts of the 
Poem, and joined them to it ; fo that this Piece is a 
fort of an epitome of the whole Book of Job. 

I ufe the worcf paraphrafe^ becaufe I want another 
which might better anfwer to the uncommon liberties 
I have taken. I have omitted, added, and tranfpofed. 
The mountain^ the cometf the fun, and other parts, 
ape entirely added : thofe upon the peacock, the /iw, 
&€• are much enlarged j and I have thrown the whole 
kto a method more fuitable to our notions of regula« I 

Vol. I. Q^ rity 



^vw9 mat they contribu 
rpeech of the Almighty 
rogation feems, iadeed, 
incenfed. It diflers froi 
as bidding a perfon execu 
mon execution; for he t 
queftion, makes him, ii 
himfelf. 

Ver. 41.] The Book i 
be dramaticy and, like the 
is fi£Uon built on truth, 
part of it, the Almighty fj 
wind (fo fuitable to the ai 
Stage, when there happened 
is fictitious; but is a fi6ku 
time in which Job lived, tha 
before the Law were the app 
after this manner, Exod. < 
Hence is he f^'*'* " 



NOTES ON THE PARAPHRASE. iif 

foaming, but by the rule and dire6lion of its raafter. 
This pafTage yields in fublimity to that of ** Let there 
<< be light,^' Sec. fo much only, as the abfolute go- 
vernment of nature yields to the creation of it. 

The like fpirit in thefe two pafTages is no bad con* 
current argument, that Mofes is author of the Book 
of Job. 

Vei*. 191.] Another argument that Mofes was 
the author is, that mod of the creatures here are 
Egyptian. The reafon given why the raven is par- 
ticularly mentioned as an objeft of the care of 
Providence, is, becaufe by her clamorous and impor- 
tunate voice, (he particularly feems always calling 
upon it; thence x-^lsroe, a ^''fa^p ^lian. 1. ii. c. 48. is 
<* to a(k eameftly." And fincc there were ravens' on 
the bank of the Nile more clamorous than the reft of 
that fpecies, thofe probably are meant in that place. 

Ver. 195.] There are many inftances of this bird*! 
ftupidity : let tjvo fuffice. Firjff it covers its head 
U the reeds, and thinks itfelf all out of fight : 
** Stat lumine claufo 
" Ridendum revoluta caput, creditque latere 
«' Quae non ipfa videt." Claud. 

Sgcomlfyf They that go in purfuit of them, draw the 
flun of an Oftrich^s neck on one hand, which provet 
a- fufficient lure to take them with the other. 

They have fo little brain, that Heliogabulus had fix 
hondred heads for his fupper. 

Here we may obferve, that our judicious as well as 

fiiblime author juft touches the great points of dii^nc- 

Q^s tion 



'w. Z05.J Here 

quality of this creature 

di«aiy, but has a it 

w^ng its wings as fails, 

J^'.Vaftavelut Libya?, 

** Cumpremitur, cali 

" Inque modum veli i 

'* Pulverulenta volat.' 

Ver. 206.] Xenophc 

tliat could overtake the 

none that could reach ' 

golden ducats, or a hunc 

' i"^^^^'' a horf^ that could 

Ver. 207.] Though tl 

tioned in my author, I coi 

farther, and fpreading the 

are there Ihut up) in half a 
ftance I have marked of hij 
fun is true : « Kv,^n«J:4. . ' 
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iuppoft the hawk, as well as the crow abovementionedy 
to have been a bird of note in Egypt. 

Vcr. 2*7.] The eagle is faid to be of fo acute 
% fight, that, when (he is fo high in air that man cannot 
. fe« her, fhe can difcern the fmalleft fifh under water. 
My author accurately underftood the nature of the crea- 
tures he defcribes, and feems to have been a Naturalift 
as well as a Poet, which the next note will confirm. 

Ver. 231.] The meaning of this queftion is. Knoweft 
thou the time and drcumflances of their bringing forth ^ 
For to know the time only was eafy, and had nothing 
extraordinary in it; but the circumftances had fomething 
peculiarly expreffive of God's Providence, which makes 
the queftion proper in this place. Pliny obferves, that the 
hind with young is by inftinft directed to a certain herb 
called Sefclis, which facilitates the birth. Thunder alfo 
(which looks like the more immediate hand of Provi-' 
dence) has the fame efteft. Pf. xxix. In fo early an 
age to obferve thefe things, may ftyle our author a Na- 
ftiralift. 

Ver. 259.] The defcription of the horfe is the moft 
celebrated of any in the poem. There is an excellent 
critique on it in the Guardian, I fliall therefore only' 
obferve that in this defcription, as in other parts of 
this Ipeech, our ^vulgar tranjlation has mnch more 
fpirit than the Septuagint 5 it always takes the ori- 
ginal in the moft poetic and exalted fenfe, fo that 
moft commentators, even on the Hebrew itfelf, fall 
beneath it* 

0^3, Ver. 
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Vcr. 364.] This too is nearer truth than at 
firft view may be imagined. The crocodile, fay the 
naturalifts, lying long underwater, and being there 
forced to hold its breath, when it emerges, the breath 
long repreft is hot, and burfts out Co violently, that it 
reiembles fire and fmoke. The horfe fuppreffes not 
his breath by any means fo long, neither is he fo fierce 
and animated j yet the moft correal of poets ventures 
to ufe the fame metaphor concerning him : 

** Colleflumque premens volvit fub naribus ignem." 
By this and the foregoing note I would caution againft 
a falfe opinion of the eailern boldnefs, from paiTages 
in them ill underftood. 

Ver. 377.] " His eyes are like the eye-lids 
«' of the morning/* I think this gives us as great an 
image of the thing it would exprefs, as can enter the 
thought of man. It is not improbable that the 
Egyptians flole their hieroglyphic for the morning, 
which is the crocodile^s eye, from this pafFage, though 
no commentator, I have feen, mentions it. It is eafy 
to conceive how the Egyptians ftiould be both readers 
and admirers of the writings of Mofes, whom I fup- 
pofe the author of this poem. 

I have obferved already that three or four of the 
creatures here defcribed are Egyptian ^ the two laft are 
notorioufly fo, they are the river-horfe and the croco- 
dile, thofe celebrated inhabitants of the Nile ; and on 
thefe two it is that our author chiefly dwells. It would 
have been expected from an author more remote from 
that river than Mofes> in a catalogue of creatures pro- 
Qjj. duc«d 
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On MICHAEL ANGELO's famous Piece of 

the Crucifixion; 

Who is fiud to have ftabbed a Perfon that he might 

draw it more naturally *. 

WHILST his Redeemer on his canvas dies, 
Stabb'd at his feet his brother weltering lies is 
The daring Artift, cruelly ferene. 
Views the pale cheek and the diftorted mien ; 
He drains off life by drops, and, deaf to cries^ 
Examines every fpirit as it flies : 
He fhidies torment, dives in mortal, woe. 
To rouze up every pang repeats his blowj 
Each rifmg agony, each dreadful grace, 
Yet warm tranfplanting to his Saviour's face. 
Oh glorious theft ! oh nobly wicked draught ! 
Widi its full charge of death each feature fraught: 
Such wondrous force the magic colours boaft. 
From his own fkill he ftarts in horror loft. 

• Though the report was propagated without the 
leaft truth, it may be fufficient ground to juftify a 
poetical fancy's enlarging on it, 

4 To 



THE TRAGEDY 



WHAT do We fee! is Cat. 
A greater name in Brita 
Does mankind now admire his y 
Though Lucan, Horace, Virgilj 
How will pofterity this truth expl 
** Cato begins to live in Anna's 
The world^s great chiefs, in coun 
Rife in your lines with more exal 
Illuftrious deeds in diltant nation: 
And virtues by departed heroes ti 
Raife In your ibul a pure immorta 
A.dom your life, and confecrate 3 
To your renown all ages you fubt 
A^nd Cefar fought, and Cato ble 
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HISTORICAL EPILOGUE 

TO THE BROTHERS, 

A TRAGEDY, 

AN Epilogue, through cuftom, is your right. 
But ne'er perhaps vvas needful till this night : 
To-night the virtuous falls, the guilty flies, 
Guilt*s dreadful clofe our narrow fcenc denies. 
In hiftory's authentic record read 
What ample vengeance gluts Demetrius' (hade ; 
Vengeance fo great, that when his tale is told. 
With pity fome ev'n Perfeus may behold, 

Perfeus furviv'd, indeed, and fiU'd the throne. 
But ceafelefs cares in conqueft made him groan : 
Nor reign'd he long} from Rome fwift thunder flev» 
And headlong from his throne the tyrant threw : 
Thrown headlong down, by Rome in triumph led^ 
For this night's deed his perjur'd bofom bled : 
His brother's ghoft each moment made him ftart, 
And all his father's anguilh rent his heart. 

When, rob'd in black, his children round him hung^ 
And their rais'd arms in early forrow wrung; 
The younger fmil'd, unconfcious of their wocj 
At which thy tears, O Rome ! began to flow 5 
So fad the fcene 1 What then muft Perfeus feel. 
To fee Jove's race attend the victor's wheel ; 

To 



r ary lar trom hoine> and in a ^. 
His pale cheek refted on his fha; 
No friend to mourn, no flatterer 
No fuit retards, no comfort foot 
And not one tear bede>v8 a moi 
Nor ends it thus-— dire vengeanc 
His ancient empire falling ihares 
His throne forgot ! His weeping 
And nations afk— -where Alexanc 
As public woes a prince's crime ] 
So public blefllngs are his virtue' 
Shout, Britons, fliout — aufpiciou 
And cry, Long live— 0«r title to 
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EPITAPH 

>N LORD AUBREY BEAUCLERK*, 

IN WESTMINSTER-ABBEY, 1740. 

TTHILST Britain boafts her empire o'er the deep, 

r V This marble fliall compel the biave to weep * 

s men, as Britons, and as (bldiers, mourn ; 

'is dauntlefs, loyal, virtuous Beauclerk*s urn* 

ireet were his manners, as his foul was great, 

nd ripe his worth, though immature his fate $ 

ich tender grace that joy and love infpires, 

ying, he mingled with his martial fires : 

^ing, he bid Britannia*s thunders roar ; 

nd Spain ftill felt him, when he breath'd no more* 

* Lord Aubrey Beauclerk was the eighth fon of 
e Duke oiF St. Alban*s, who was one of the fons of 
ing Charles the Second. He was born in the year 
11; and, being regularly bred to the fea fervice, in 
31 he was appointed to the ^mmand of Jus majefty*8 
ip the Ludlow Caftle $ and he commanded the rrince 
-ederick at the attack of the harbour of Carthagena, 
[arch 24, 1 74.1* This young nobleman was one of 
e mod promiiin^ Commanders in the king's fervice. 
^hen on the de^Jcratc attack of the caftle of Bocca 
hica, at tlie entrance of the faid harbour, he loft his 
:e, both his leg^ being firft (hot off. The profe pzrt 
■ the Infcription on his Monument, was the produc- 
>n of Mrs. Mary Jones of Oxford 5 who alio wrote 
poem on his death, printed in her Mifceilanies, 
/o. 1752. R. 

Vol. I. R EPITAPH 
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A LETTER TO MR. TICKELL. 

OCCASIONED 

BY THE DEATH OF THE RIGHT HON. 
JOSEPH ADDISON, Es<^ 1719. 

" — Tu nunc eik alter ab illo.'* Virc* 

OLONG with me in Oxford groves confin'd. 
In focial arts and facred friendfliip join'd j 
Fair Ifis' forrow, and fair Ifis* boaft. 
Loft from her fide, but fortunately loft ; 
Thy wonted aid, my dear companion 1 bring, 5 

Arid teach me thy departed friend to fing : 
A darling theme ! once powerful to infpire. 
And now to melt, the Mufes' mournful choir « 
Now, and now firft, we freely dare commend 
His modeft worth . nor (hall our praife oft*end, xo 

Early he bloomed amid the learned train. 
And ravifhM liis liften'd to his ftratn. 
5ee, fee, fhe cry'd, old Maro's Mufe appears^ 
Wak'd from her /lumber of two thoufand years i 
Her finiftiM charms to Addifon fhe brings, 15 

Thinks in his thought, and in his numbers fings. 
All read tranfported his pure claflic page j 
Read, and forget their climate and their age, 

R 2 The 



X CI rew, how tew, with lofty th< 
With qiiicknefs pointed^ and will 
In confcious pride their own impo 
Blind to tbeinfelves, as the hard ^ 
Wit they efteem a gay but worthl 
The (light amufement of a leifure 
Unmindful that, conccard from \ 
Majeftic Wifdom wears the brigh* 

Poor Dido fondled thus, witli i 
Dread Cupid, lurking in the Troj 
Lightly ftie toy*<l and trifled with '. 
And knew not that a god was in 1 

Who greateft excellence of thou 
In a^lion, too, have been diftingu 
* This Somraers knew, and Addi 
From the malignant regions of the 
To be matured in more indulgent 
Where all the vigour of the foul c 
Throucrh warmer vf\n<t wVipr^ Cnrl, 
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With fecret pain the prudent patriot gave, 45 

The hopes of Britain to the rolling wave, 
Anxious, the charge to all the ftars refign'd. 
And placM a confidence in fea and wind. 

Aufonia foon- received her wondering gueft. 
And equal wonder in her turn confefs'd, 50 

To ice her fervours rival'd by the pole. 
Her luftre beaming from a northern foul : 
In like furprize was her ^neas loft. 
To find his pifture grace a foreign coaft. 

Now the wide field of Europe he furveys, 55 

Compares her kings, her thrones and empires weighs, 
In ripen'd judgment and confummate thought 5 
Great work ! by Naflau's fayour cheaply bought. 

He now returns to Britain at fupport. 
Wife in her fenate, graceful in her court ; 6« 

And, when the public welfare would permit. 
The fource of learning, and the foul of wit. 
O Warwick I (whom the Mufe is fond to name. 
And kindles, confcious of her future theme) 
O Warwick I by divine contagion bright, 65 

How early didft thou catch his radiant light \ 
By him infpir'd, how fliine before thy time. 
And leave thy years, and leap into thy prime ! 

On fome warm bank, thus, fortunately bom, 
A rofe-bud opens to a fummer^s mprn, y% 

Full-blown ere noon her fragrant pride difplays. 
And fhews th' abundance of her purple rays. 

Wit, as her bays, was once a barren tree j 
We now, furpriz^d, her fruitful branches fee ^ 
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nna gatticrs irom her ornament h 

When loofe from pablic cares t 
And fiird the leifure interval witt 
The various labours of his eafy p 
A chance amufement, poliihM hai 
Beyond this truth old Bards could 
Who durft to frame a world by act 

What he has fung, how early, : 
The Thames (hall boaft^ and Ronr 
A glory more fublime remains in i 
Since fuch his talents, that he fun^ 

No fuller proof of power th' Al 
M iking the fca, than curbing her \ 

Nought can the genius of his wo 
But their fair purpofe and importan 
To rouze the war for injured Eurof 
To (leel the patriot in great Brunf^ 
With virtue's charms to kindle faci 
Or paint th* i^tAmoi u -^ * »"• 
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:t me join, ali other may eicoel, 
v^r, could a mortal eifence think fo \edl ?^* 
why fo large in the Great Wri^er^s praife ? 105 
lofty fubje^ls ihould my Humbert iiiife$ 
a (illuftrious rivaky !) contend 
tatefman, patriot, chriftian, and the friend I 
lory fuch, it borders on difgrace 
y he fung the beft of human race. Jio 

|oy once joined, in forrow now for years^ 
?r in grief, and brother of my tears, 
11 1 accept this verfe, thy mournful due j 
farther fhalt the facred theme purfue i 
as thy ftrain defcribes the matchlefs man, 1x5 
ife (hall fecond what thy Mufe began, 
gh fweet the numbers, though a fire divine 
:hrough the whole, and burn in every line, 
ftrives not for that excellence he draws, 
n'd by fame, and fuffers from applaufe. 120 

: hafte to thy illuftrious talk j prepare 
loble work, well trufted to thy care, 
: gift bequeathed by Addifon's command, 
raggs made facred by his dying hand. 
\ the labours, join the various rays, 125 

catterM light in one united blaze; * 
bear to him fo true, fo truly lov'd, 
I diftingui(hM, and in death approved, 
nmortal legacy. He hangs a-while 
lerous anguifh o'er the glorious pile j i jo 

anxious pleafure the known page reviews, 
the dear pledge with falling tears bedews. 

What 
'- The publication of his WoiW^% 
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:tions on the public situation 
of the kingdom. 

INSCRIBED TO 

E DUKE OF NEWCASTLE. 

LES ! immortal in far more than fame I 
thou illuftrious in far more than power, 
ngs are fmall when greater rife to view, 
ftation'd high, and prefs'd with public cftres, 
lot to perufe my ferious fong, 5 

fradventurc may pufli by the world : 
moments rob Britannia^s weal, 
e Europa*s counfels Icfs mature t 
art noble, and the theme is great, 
all or Europe or Britannia blame 20 

fent ear, but gain by the delay. 
«*d m fenates and in cabinets, 
itricate demands and high tlebates ! 
of uie to tho(e, fo this to thee j 
. point that empire far outweighs, 15 

outweighs all Europe's thrones in one. 
nefs prove its title to be great, 
er's fupreme prerogative to ftamp 
s' minds an image of its own. 
; ftrong influence of high place, to ftem 20 
im that fweeps away the country's weal j 
gian fiream^ the torrent of our guilt. 



Nor lewdnc&whifper where tl 

Let not beft laws, rtewifdom 

i^urnfaures on their funk deg 

The baftards of their blood I 1 

But. with more emphafis to ca 

i-et not our rank enormities un 

Bntannia's welfare from divine 

Such deeds the minifler, the 

"opowerisAownbutinfuch, 
^". all IS impotence but aainj 

And Where's the ftatefmim but, 

„ *f""«=«'' people thou, of e, 

;«* It henceforward but thy fcco: 

To gi^ce thy country. „dfupp. 

■Though this fupported, that ado 
A throne fuperior our m homaj 

ToC«rar'sC»farour&4tribut 
A tribute which, nnna;^ „.i... 
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lan traitors luricing in our appetites ; 

fs all the legions Seine and Tagus fend, 

Mn unrein'd paflions rufhing on our peace $ ^^ 

>n' ravage mountaneers are tame to thefe. 

;ainft thofe rioters fend forth the laws, 

id break to reafon's yoke their wild careers, 

Prudence for all things points the proper hour, 

ough fome fecm more importunate and great. 60 

ough Britain*s generous riews and interefts fpread 

'ond the narrow circle of her fliores, 

d their grand entries make on diitant lands 5 

Dugh Britain's genius the wide wave beftrides, 

i, like a vaft Coloflus, towering (lands 65 

th one foot planted on the continent ; 

be not wholly wrapped in public cares, 
>ugh fuch high cares ihould call as call'd of late ; 
: caufe of kings and emperors adjourn, 
J Europe's little balance drop a while ^ 79 

greater drop it : ponder and adjuft 
i rivzj interefts and contending claims 
life and death, of now and of for ever; 
•limeft theme ; and needful as fublime. 
as great Eliza's oracles renown'd, 75 

us Walfingham and Raleigh (Britain's boafls !), 
ds every ftatefman thought that ever— </^V. 
fre's infpiration in a fable hour, 
d death's approach makes politicians wife. 
V^hen, thunderftiuck, that eagle Wolfey fell j 80 
len royal favour, as an ebbing fea, 
e a leviathan, his grandeur left, 



"M« mounted in • 
•''' peace reverW "^"V* 
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ritain I— that word prbnouncM is an alarm; 
arms the blood> though frozen in our veins j 
akes the foul, and fends her to the field, 1x5 

mour*d of the glorious face of death, 
ain !-«there *s noble magic in the found, 
rhat illuftiious images arife ! 
battled, round me, blaze the pomps of war ? 
fea, by land, at home, in foreign climes, j%% 

lat ^tl-blown laurels on our fathers brows ! , 
radiant trophies ! and imperial fpoils 1 
fcenes !— aftonifliing to modem fight ! 
me, at leaft, enjoy you in a dream, 
ly iranifh ? Stay, ye godlike ftrangers ! (lay. 115 
ingers !— I wrong my countrymen : they wake ; 
;h beats the pulfi; : the noble pulfe of war 
its to that ancient meafure, that grand march* 
lich then prevailM, when Britain higheft foar'd, 
d every battle paid for heroes flain. rjo 

more our |preat fore- fathers ftain our cheeks 
th blu files ; their renown our fiiame no more, 
military garb, and fudden arms, 
ftarts Old Britain ; crofiers are laid by $ 
ade wields the fword, and agriculture leaves . 1^5 
r half-turn'd furrow : other harvefts fire 
nobler avarice, avarice of renown ! 
id laurels are the growth of every field, 
difiant courts is our commotion feltj 
id lefs like gods fit monarchs on their thrones* xfO 
hat arm can want or finews or fuccefs, 
bich, lifted from an honeft heart, defcends. 

With 



^ools think heaven purchas 
By giving, notfupporting. 
Nor Cmple death f where thi 
Who mott fubdue all tenden 
Students in torture ! where, 
Whofe darling title is The'l 

Tlttbeftturnnithlefsbutche 
To fave us in a world they re 

And yet forbear, themfelves' 
What modefty!_f„ch virtue! 
And chiefly thofe who Rome'. 
Whofrnarae from Jefus. and w 
And /hall a Pope-bred princel 
Keplete with venom, guiltieft 

And whittle cut-thn,ats, with t 
Their barren rocks for wretche, 
TocuthispaflkgetotheBriti/ 
One that has fuck'd-In malice, 
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Nature's anointed emprefs of the deep ! 

The nurft of merchants, who can purchafe crowns ! 

Supreme in commerce! that exuberant fource 175 

Of wealth, the nerve of war 5 of wealth, the blood. 

The circling current in a nation's veins. 

To fet high bloom on the fair face of peace I 

This once fo celebrated feat of power. 

From which efcapM the mighty Caefar triumphM I 

Of Gallic lilies this eternal blaft ! 

This terror of armadas ! this true bolt 

Ethereal -tempered, to reprefs the vain 

Salmonean thunders from the papal chair ! 

This fmall ifle wide-realm'd monarchs eye with awe I 

Which fays to their ambition's foaming waves, 

*« Thus far, nor farther l"— Let her hold, in life. 

Nought dear disjoin'd from freedom and renown 3 

Renown, our anceftors' great legacy. 

To be tranfmitted to their lateft fons. 19a 

By thoughts inglorious, and un-Briti(h deeds. 

Their canceled will is impioufly profan'd. 

Inhumanly difturbM their facred duft. 

Their facred duft with recent laurels crown, 
By your own valour won. This faci'ed ifle, 195 

Cut from the continent, that world of flaves j , 
This temple built by heaven's peculiar care. 
In a recefs from the contagious world. 
With ocean pour'd around it for its guard. 
And dedicated, long, to liberty, 200 

That health, that ftrength, that bloom, of civil life ! 
This temple of ftili more divine s of faith 

S - Sifter! 



Why longer lend an edge to B 
And give him leave, among hi 
To mufter that ftrong fuccour. 
Send his felf-impotent ambitioi 
And crown the conqueft of he 
Where are her foes moft fatal ? 
" In her friends' vices,"— witl 
Empire on virtue's rock unlhal 
Flux as the billows, when in y 
Jf heaven reclaims us by the A 
What thanks are due to Paris j 
Would they a revolution ?— Ai 
But be the revolution-— in our '. 
Would'ft thou (whofe hand ii 
The ihaken bark of Britain, (1 
The prefent blaft, and every fi 
Give it that balaft which alone 
With Him whom wind, and « 
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Aflc yov, " What mean I ?''— The moft obvious truth j 

Armies and fleets alone ne'er won the day. 

Wlien our proud arms arc once difarm'd, difarm'd 135 

Of aid from Him by whom the mighty fall ; 

Of aid from him by whom the feeble ftand ; 

Who takes away the keeneft edge of battle, 

Or gives the fword commiffion to deftroy i 

'Who blafts, or bids the martial laurel bloom— 240 

Emafculated, then, moflr manly might ; 

Or, though the might remains, it nought avails j 

Then withered weaknefs foils the fmewy arm 

Of man's meridian and high-hearted power: 

■Qur navai thunders, and our tented fields 245 

With travel'd banners fanning fouthern climes. 

What do they? This ; and more what can they do ? 

When heap'd the mea(ure of a kingdom's crimes. 

The prince moft dauntlefs, the firft plume of war. 

By fuch bold inroads into foreign lands, 250 

Such elongation of our armaments. 

But ftretches out the guilty nation's neck. 

While heaven commands her executioner. 

Some lefs abandon'd nation, to difcharge 

Her full-ripe vengeance in a final blow, 255 

And tell the world, " Not ftrong is human ftrength j 

** Arid that the proudeft empire holds of heaven," 

O Britain ! often refcued, often crown'd. 
Beyond thy nnerit and moft fanguine hopes. 
With all that's great in war, or fweet in peace ! 2(9 
Know from what fource thy fignal bleflings flow. 
Though blefs'd with fpirits ardent in the field, 

S 2 Though 



To guard her welfare, and yet checl 
Have the winds fnatchM the vi^lory 
Or, rather, won the day, when war 
How oft has providential fuccour aw 
AwM while it blei«'d us, confcious 
Struck dead all confidence in human 
And, while we triumphed, made us t 

Well may we tremble now 5 what 
But wherefore ^ik we, when a true r 
Would fhock too much ? Kind heavi 
Whofe fatal nature might reply too f 
Heaven^s half-barM arm of vengeanc 
In northern (kies, and pointed to the 
Vengeance delayM but gathers and fe; 
More formidably blackens in the wix 
Brews deeper draughts of unrelenting 
And higher charges the fufpended ftoi 

*' That public vice portends a pub! 

Js this roni<»Aiir<» nf a^v»ri«-»»i^»»«. 4.1.-... 
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Nay; what ^ys Common Senfe, with common care 
Weighing events, and caufes, in her fcale? v 
All give one verdift, one decifion lign j 295 

And this the fentence Delphos could not mend x 
•* Whatever fecondary props may rife 
** From politics, to build the public peace, 
** The bafis is the manners of the land. 
•• -When rotten thefe, tht politician's wilesr 300 

*« But ftruggle with deftru£lion, as a child 
«* With giants huge, or giants with a Jove. 
** The ftatefman*s arts to conjure up a peace, 
** Or military phantoms void of force, 
*• But fcare away the vultures for an hour ; 305 

" The fcent cadaverous (for, oh 1 how rank 
** The ftench of profligates !)'foon lures them back j 
«« On the proud flutter of a- Gallic wing 
** Soon they return' j foon make their full defcent j 
*♦ Soon glut their rage, and riot in our ruinj 310 

** Their idols grac'd and gorgeous with our Q)oih, 
«* Of univerfal empire fure prefage ! 
" Till now repell'd.by feas of Britifli blood." 
And whence the manners of the miiltitude ? 
The colours of their manners, black or fair, 315 

Falls from above i from the complexion falls 
Of ftate Othellos, or white men in power i 
And from the greater height example falls^ 
Greater the weight, and deeper its-imprefs 
In ranks inferior, paflive to the ftroke : / 310 

From the court-mint, of heaits the current coin. 
The ^)upil preflcs, but the pattern, drives. 

S3 What 



Jn emulation of their glorious 

From whom rolls down the coi 

Some fow good feeds in the £ 

Some curi'ed tares, like Satan 

This makes a foe moft fatal to 

A foe who (like a wizard in hi 

In his dark cabinet of crooked 

Kefembling Cuma^s gloomy gprc 

Of boafted oracles, and real lie 

(Aided, perhaps, by fecond-fi^ 

French Magi, relics riding poft 

A Gothic hero * rifing from thi 

And changing for fpruce plaid J 

With fuccour fuitabile from low 

A foe who, thefe concurring to 

Excites thofe ftorms that ihall o' 

Rend up her ancient honours by 

And lay the boaft of ages, the n 
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tgh every gexierous bread where honour reigns, 
gh every breaft where hdnour claims a fhare ! 
ind through every breaft of honour void * 
bought might animate the dregs of men ; 
nt them into fpint; give them fire 355 

;ht the caufe, the black opprobrious caufe^ 
:ore of all ! coir option at our hearts, 
wreck of empire has the ftream of time 
f with her vices, from the mountain height 
indeur, deify'd by half mankind, 360 

rk oblivion's melancholy lake, 
jrant infamy's eternal brand ! 
names, at which furrounding nations fliook, 
names adorM, a nuilance ! or forgot ! 
lis the caprice of a doubtful dye, 365 

ature's courfe ; no fingle chance againft it- 
know, my Lord ! ^tis writ in adamant, 
txt, as is the bafis of the world, 
e kingdoms iland or fall by the decree, 
faw thefe eyes, furprizM ?— Yet why furpriz'd ?— 
d divine the criiis feem'd to call, 371 

low divine was the monition given ! 
Le I walk'd the night in troubled thought, 
jace difturbM by rumours from the North, 
: thunder o'er my head, portentous^ roU'd, 375 
eing fignal of fome ftrange event, 
3cean groan'd beneath for her he lov'd, 
n the fair ! fo long his empire's queen, 
c reign is, now, contefled by her foes, 
;r white cliffs (a tablet broad and briglir, 3JJ0 
S 4 Sticr.-ly 
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In records that defy the ;tooth of time. 
My nations fav*d, refounding your applaufe. 

While deep beyond your monument s proud bafc. 
In black Oblivion's kennel, fhall be trod 
Their execrable names, who, high in power. 
And deep in gvilt, moft ominoufly ibine, 
(The meteors of the ftate 1) give Vice her head. 
To licenfe lewd let loofe the public rein $ 495 

Quench every fpark of confcience in ^ land. 
And triumph in the profligate*s applaufe t 
Or who ta the firft bidder fell their fouls. 
Their country fell, fell all their fathers bought 
With funds exhaufted and exhaufted v«ins. 
To demons, by his Holinefs. ordain*d 
To propagate the gofpel — ^penn'd at Rome 5 
HawkM through the world by confecrated bulls 3 
And how illuftrated ? — by Smitbfield flames : 
Who plunge <but not like Curtius) down the gulf, 
Down narrow-minded felf *s voracious gull^ 
Which gapes, and fwallows all they fwore to favc j 
Hate all that lifted heroes into gods. 
And hug the horrors of a vi6lor's chaia: 
Of bodies politic that deOinM hell, 430 

Infli6led hercj, fince here their beings end j 
And fall from foes deteiled and defpis'd. 
On diibelievers-^of the Sateiman's Creed. 

Note, here, my Lord (unnoted yet it lies- 435 

By moft, or all) thefe truths political 
Serve more than public ends : this Creed of States 
Seconds, and irreiiilibly fuppoits, 

4 Tht 
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May be furpoz^d with better thftnthey fougfat, 

And entmaia an angel- unawares. 470 

Nor is JDivinit^.Unjgrateful found. 
As politiot adTahce divinity. 
Thus, in return^ divinity promotes 
True politics, and crowns the ftatefman's praife. 
All wifdoms. are but branches of the (thief, 475 

And ftatelrnen found but fhoots v>f honeft men. 
Are this world'fe witchcrafts pleaded in excufe 
For deviations ^n our moral line ? 
This, and the next world, view'd with (nch an eye 
As fuits a ftatefman, fuch as keeps in view 480 

His own exalted fcience, both confpire 
To recommend and fix us in the right. 
If we reward tiie politics of heaven. 
The grand admilkiiitration of the whole. 
What 's the next world ? A fupplement of this : 48 5 
Without it, Juftice is defeftive here ; 
Juft as to ftatcs, defeftive as to men : 
If fo, what is this world ? as fure as Right 
Sits in heaven's throne, a prophet of the next. 
Prize you the prophet ? then believe him too ; 490 

His prophecy more precious than his fmile. 
How comes it then to pafs, with moft on earth. 
That this fhould charm us, that fhoultl difcompofe ? 
Long as the ftatefman finds, this cafe his own. 
So long his politics are uncomplete j 453 

In danger he ; nor is the nation fafe. 
But foon muft rue his inaufpicious power. 

What hence refults ? a truth that fliouid refcunJ 
For ever awful in Britannia's car : 

" Rcif- 
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Though no war wak*d us, no black temped frownM.-* 

The morning rifes gay ; yet gay eft morn 

X«ef8 glorious after night''s incumbent (hades j 

X^ft glorious far bright Nature, rich arrayM 

"With golden robes, in all the pomp of noon. 

Than the firft feeble dawn of Moral day ? 535^ 

Sole day, (let thofe whom ftatefmen ferve attend) 

Though the fun ripens diamonds for their crowns j 

Sole day worth his regard whom heaven ordains, 

UndarkenM, to behold noon dark, and date. 

From the fun's death, and every planet's fall, 54.0 

His all-illuftrious and eternal year $ 

^Whcre ftatefmcn and their monarchs, (names of awe 

And dtftance here) (hall rank with common men. 

Yet own their glory never dawn'd before. 
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